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SENT WITU THIS VOLtTME, 
IN ALL OBEDIENCE, Aa COMllANDED. 



a do, till yon require,' 



Look from thy flowery lattice ; — let me gaze 
On that rich brow, that eye like morning bright, 
That even sorraw wears a fitce of smiles 
Wlien thou art near ; — forth fiom thy lattice look, 

My gentle : and that golden day 

Eecall, when fii-st by Deben'a seaward shores, 
Following (lie curving of his hanks, we stray'd ; 
Hand link'd in hand — sweet pilgrimage — and fill'd 
With phantasies as sweet ; — o'er ferny dell 
We trode, and fields by reeking coulter torn, 
And many a brook-fed mead, and islet green 
With waving samphire — there the silver wave. 
Obedient to the ocean's breath, just crept 
To kiss the dewy margent ! — so we pass'd 
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Pinnace, and barge, and fisher's skiff, whence flung 
The thin net sway'd along, and to the shore 
The boatman's carol sounded — farther now, 
Following the inland waters, and our hearts 
Surrendering to the genial influences 
Of sun, and airs by eofl Favonius breath'd ; 
Say, how we lingev'd, pleasure gathering up 
Aa children chase tlie insects o'er the plain, 
From every sight and sound. — The hee's wild hum, 
His wing in some rude foliature encag'd, 
The beetle with its scaly habergeon 
Fretting the mai^in of the pool — the path 
Of the grey lizard to its sinuous home ; 
Or watch'd the seamew's silvery pennons shine 
Above the sparkling wafers ; or far off 
Following their flight, — the birds of nobler plume — 
High-wing'd, and journeying to their distant home. 

So on the river's crisped marge we stood. 
Gazing the broad expanse, that like a lake 
I<ay folded la the mountain's soft embrace, 
Fit haunt of nymph, or naiad. — Onward now 
(What could we less, sweetnature's self our guide). 
Up that dear path to vulgar eyes unseen, 
"With its grey shrine, and rural chapel crown'd, 
Threading the oaken coppice, soon we gain'd 
A little sylvan lawn, that 'mid the embrace 
Of close-embowering trees, its tender green 
Kurs'd with perennial dews : — the silent glade 
To us, methought, was dedicate, and cur's 
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it seem'd, alone its beauty : — to and fro, 
The wild-rose shadows by the Summei''s breath 
Were moving ; — from the gnarled boughs above 
The ring-dove pour'd its amorous plaint, and there 
No more on man dependent, 'mid the leaves, 
The red-breast built its Summer nest secure. 

' Fit spot,' I cried, 'for Grecian bard to feign 
Panisk, or fawn, amid the Doonday heat 
Reposing, or a band of paranymphs, 
Such is the poet's high record, at eve 
Discoursing in their Boft Helladian tongue. 
Or here, perchance, the silver-footed fays, 
Tripping to moonlight minstrelsy, might start 
The aged shepherd hastening down the glen.' — 
Thou in this sylvan bower, 'mid tufted moss 
And wrinkled fern, with colour'd weeds commix'd. 
And glossy leaves of velvet texture, laid. 
With hazel, and with hawthorn blossoms hung, 
Like to a Tuscan lady in her bloom 
Of richest beauty, as by Amo's vale. 
Or where his shaded waters Arbia spreads. 
Stepping from fortb her princely halls, to taste 
The breeze, entranc'd I've seen — thou, there re- 
Or as some gentle Dryad, who at eve [clin'd ; 
Just stealing from her timid covert, hears 
Young Zephyr breathe his vow. — The day was 

clos'd.! 
The morning's roseate glow — The golden blaze 
Meridian, — and the eve's purpureal sky. — 
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Oh day ! as innocent, as fair ! — and tliou, 
Fair as the day, and young and innocent, 
Sweet maiden ; thou not seldom to thine eye 
(As oft again on these retiring sands 
Thy evening footsteps shall be seen) wilt call 
'Mid blushing smiles, and sunny tears, that speak 
Of fond remem-brance, all that memory holds 
Of this sweet pilgrimage : — the winding shore. 
The soft enamell'd margin — the long sweep 
Of those mtyestic woods, which o'er the wave 
Flung deep their emerald shadows, — the far hills ; 
The grey rock, with its blue springs trickling down 
Through thick concealing foliage ; — and the vate, 
The long withdrawing vale, where Deben winds 
His solitary wave from shore to shore. 
To where the fountains of the Ocean lie. 

J. M. 
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LIFE OF MATTHEW PRIOR. 



Theke appears to be great difficulty id settling, 
with correctness, the birth-place of Matthew Prior. 
In most of the biographies he is said to have been 
bom in London ; but in the register of his college, 
he is called at his admission, Matthew of Prior, 
Wiiibum, in Middlesex : on the next day, after 
his admission,^ he himself signs his name, Mat- 
thew Prior, of Dorsetshire, in which couHty, as 
Dr. Johnson observes, and not in Middlesex, Win- 
bura is found. When he stood candidate for a fel- 
lowship, five years ailerwards, he was registered 
bj himself, as of Middlesex. The last ought to be 
preferred, because it was made upon oath. He 
was bom 2Ist July, 1664 ; in the college register 
he is styled Filius Geoi^ii Prior generosi, a term 
that scarcely applies lo the account of the Eiogra- 

1 Perhaps there is a slight mistnke in reading the repater, 
and "t hould stand — ofW^nbum ahd Middlesex: at least, 
tl at vould lessen the iJifTerence which now exists. Either 
tl id Winhimi is in lolo a. miBtako, or the word aai 

i p e e t ooiilradictory state. If Prior's father was a 
|o e n London, it is not probable that he should belong to 
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phia Britannica,^ which describes his father as a 
citizen and joiner, being in good repute. Dr. John- 
son thinks that he was willing to leaye his birth 
unsettled ; but it is to be observed, that the account 
whicli describes him of Winbum, and Parentis ge- 
nerosi, is written by the president of the college, 
and that one great mistake at the least, regarding 
the county in which his native place is found, ex- 
ists in it. Tet the family appear to have had some 
land or property at Winbum, and to have parted 
with it ; and so the term ' generosus' might apply 
to his father aa a proprietor t it is, however, impoa- 
sihle to extricate the subject from difficulties that 
have too long closed round it to be removed. 

At his father's death, which happened when he 
vfas young, he was affectionately received' into 
the house of his uncle, a butcher of respectability 
near Charing Cross, and by him placed under Dr. 
Busby at Westminster. There he remained suffi- 
cientlj long to receive many of the advantages of 
a scholastic education, and he is said to have dis- 
tinguished himself by his talents and acquirements. 
His uncle, however, removed him, after a certain 
time, with the intention of bringing him up to his 
own business. His house was in good repute, and 



ia Britannica, p. 3138. 
' Dr. Johnson says — Ho Is supposed to have /alkn into 
his uncle's hands,— a t«rm not WHiTonted by the earlier ao- 
oount of the Biographia. See also Frior'a Life by Hum- 
phreys, prefixed to the 3rd vol. of bis Poems, p. 1, 3rd ed. 
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frequented by some of the loading wits and patrons 
of tho day, the Earl of Dorset among others.* It 
happened that the company differed with regard 
to the meaning of a passage in one of Horace's odes, 
when one of the gentlemen said — ' I find that we 
are not likely to agree in our criticisms, but if I am 
not mistaken, there is a young fellow in the house, 
who is able to set us right.' Matthew Prior was 
immediately sent for, and explained the passage 
with such ability and modesty, as gained him the 
approbation of all present ; and the Duke of Dor- 
set from that time i-esolved to remove him from the 
tap of the Rummer to the more congenial bowers 
of the academy. He was accordingly sent to St. 
John's College, Cambridge, and in part supported 
by the generosity of his palron. ' Prior, says Bur- 
net,^ had been taken a boy out of a tavern by the 
Earl of Dorset, who accidentally found him read- 
ing Horace, and he, being very generous, gave him 
an education in literature.' He was admitted in 
1682, in his eighteenth year, and taking his de- 
gree of Bachelor of Arts in 1686, was shortly after 



* S. I'liorkept the Eummer tsvera at Cliaring Cross, In 
IBSe. Ths annual meeting of the nobiUty find geiitiyintha 
parish being held at his liouae, Oct. 14, 1B55. See tlia 
lines 

My nncle, rest liis boo], wlien living, 
Might have eontrived the ways of thriving. 

P. 3439, B. Brit. 

* See Burnet's History, vol. ii. p. 584. 
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iv LIFE OF PEiOK- 

chosen fellow of tlie college," where, as Johnson 
observes, it may reasonably be supposed, that he 
was distinguished among his contemporaries. About 
two years after he wrote the poem on the Deity, 
wbidi stands foremost in his volume. It was sent,' 
according to the established practice of the college, 
among others on saci'ed subjects, to the Earl of 
Exeter, in acknowledgment of a benefaction re- 
ceived from his ancestors : and Johnson thinks that 
it was well received, and that from Prior's mention 
of a picture, and of the cofintess's music, he was 
probably known to the family. It was during hia 
residence at college, that he formed an intimacy 
with Charles Montagu, of Trinity College, after- 
wards the Earl of Halifax. In conjunction with 
him he wrote his well known travestie oh Dryden's 
Hind and Panther, entitled— The Hind and Pan- 
ther transversed to the story of the Country Mouse, 
and City Mouse, which was publbhed in 1687.' 

e Dr. Johnson does not meuHon Prior's fellowship. His 
life of the poet is founded on that in the Bioeraphia. This 
Mowahip he retained to his death. When he was made 
ambassador, some one intimated that he onght to resign his 
fellowship; heanswered " That every thing he had besides 
was precarious, and when all fniled, that would be bread 
and cheese at the last, and therefore he did not mean to part 

T Jacob says, 'a discerning eye might in this piecehave 
seen the promises of a Solomon,' v. Lires of the Poets, voL 
li. p. 164. It was translated into Latin by Dobson, the 
transistor of Milton's Paradise Lost, 

a ' Did not Halifax,' asked Spence of Lord Peterborough, 
* write the Country Mouse with Mr. Pryory Tes— jnst ae 
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In the next year he wrote, as a college exercise, 
his ode on the necessary existence of the Deity. 
His abilities being now recognised, and becoming, 
as one of his biographers asserts, the delight and 
admiration of his contemporaries, he wisely eudea- 
Toured to advance his fortune by a wider acquaint- 
ance with the world. At the solicitation of his 
friend Fleetwood Shepherd,^ he was introduced to 
the Earl of Dorset, and, in 1690, he was appointed 
secretary to the embassy that joined the Congress 
eU the Hague ; his conduct gave such satisfaction 
to his employers, that he was subsequently made 
gentleman of the bed-chamber to the king : and 
it ia supposed that love and poetry equally occupied 
the leisure which he enjoyed. He wrote several 
small poems, and paid his addresses to Mrs. Eliza- 
befli Singer, afterwards tiie famous Mrs. Eowe. In 
1695 he joined with the general Corpus Poefarum 
by inditing an elegy on the death of QueenMary, 
which Johnson suspects was never read by the af- 
flicted monarch ; but as he adds, that great part of 
the MnsEE Anglicance was filled with poetic tears 
on the same subject; we may charitably excuse a 
king, who was never much given to poetry or lite- 



nbyld 



' See his Kpistle to F. Shepherd, ending 
My friend Charles Montagu's preferr'd, 
Nor wonid I have it long observ'd, 
That one man eats, wliile t'otlier'B staiVd. 
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Vi LIFE OP PEIOR. 

rature, and who was at that time more profitably 
employed in endeavouring to settle ageneral peace> 
Prior was t^ain employed as secretary to the 
English negotiations at the treaty of Ryswick id 
1 697. Having been nominated the same year prin- 
cipal secretary of state in Ireland. Inl693hewas 
eecvetary to the embassy to France, in which he 
continuedbothunderthe Earl ofPortlaod, and the 
Earl of Jersey : and where he was said to be con- 
sidered of great distinction. An anecdote, honour- 
able alike to his wit and his sincerity, is recorded 
in his memoirs: — ^Being shown the pictures at 
Versailles which Le Brun painted to commemo- 
rate the victories of Louis the SIVth, and being 
asked whether the King of England's Palace had 
any such decorations, he answered — ' The monu- 
ments of my master's actions are to be seen every- 
where but in his own house.' 

He did not leave Paris till some time after the 
arrival of the Earl of Manchester, to whom his 
experience in foreign affairs, and his interest at 
the French Court, were of eminent service. In 
the middle of August, 1699, he went to King Wil- 
liam in Loo in Holland, when, after a very particu- 
lar audience with his majesty, he depaited for 
England, and took possession of the under-secreta- 

l In the secona volnme of the Analeota Mus; Anglican: 
there is n copy ofTBrseB 'Inobitum Augustisairnffi et Desi- 
deraUasimse ReRinie Marife, by H. Sfieheverell— G. Adana 
—Ant- AlBop— P. Foulkes— Ed- ChishuU. 



h/ Google 



ry's seat, in the Eail of Jersey's office ; but he was 
soon ordered back to Paiia to assist the amhaasa- 
dor. In the Christmas of this year, he printed his 
Ckrmen Seculare; in which King William re- 
ceived all the prodigality of a poet's commenda- 
tion. Yet, as Johnson justly observes, — We must 
not accuse Prior of flattery. Of thedomesticlife, 
of the private virtues, and perhaps th« temper of 
the monarch, no very favourable account could be 
given ; but his great public actions, his zeal in the 
cause of liberty and of Europe, his perseverance 
and inflexible steadfastness in adversity, his cou- 
rage and military skill, acquit Prior of lavishing 
an inelegant and undistinguished praise : he said, 
that he prtused others out of compliance with 
fashion, but tliat, in praising William, he followed 
his inclination. 

In 1700, the university conferred on him the 
degree of master of arts ; he succeeded Locke at 
the board of trade ; and he was elected ep esent 
ative of East Grinstead in Sussex, in 17(- 1 wbe 
he seems to have changed his political op on 
and to have voted for impeaching the lor 1 who 
were charged with advising the Part t o treaty 
He excuses himself, however, in one of h s poems 
(Conversation) by saying that he never approved 
the treaty, though obliged to carry it thi-ough in 
obedience to his sovereign. 
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vm LIFE OF PEIOK, 

During the reign of Anne, the negotiators and 
aecretariea gave way to persons of more active 
virtues, and the sword took the pla«e of the pen. 
Prior puhhshed hia well known letter to Boilean 
on the Battle of Blenheim, and an ode addressed 
to the queen. Soon after he printed a volume of 
his poems, beg^ning with his College Exercise, 
and ending with his Nufr-Brown Maid.° Eugene 
and Marlborough gave for some years ample em- 
ployments to the court-poets, and accordingly, the 
Battle of Ramilies was celebrated by Prior, as 
Blenheim had been before. By some it has been 
believed, that the queen and the nation were wea- 
ried of the war, before the great eomm.ander who 
had so successfully prosecuted it, was inclined to 
listen to terms of paeiiication. It has been said, 
that Marlborough was influenced by private views 
m its continuance ; perhaps, however, his sagacity 
and experience enabled him to foresee what sfiD 
greater conquests his military talents, assisted by 
his powerful allies, could enable him to achieve : 
and he might not have been willing to have hia 
long career of victories separated from the great 
end to which, they were directed, — The reduction 
of the power of France, and the assured safety 
of the liberties of Europe. Prior joined the party 
of Harley in endeavouring to drive the whigs from 
power : and a paper called the Examiner was set 
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up, of which much is said in Swift's works, and 
to which all the wits of the party contributed. 
One in ridicule of Garth's yerses to Godolphin on 
the losa of his place was written by Prior, and 
Miswered by Addison. He is thought also to have 
been the author of a very satirical attack on the 
Duke of Marlborough, called the Widow and her 
Cat, which concludes with the following stanaa : 

So glaring ia thy Insolence, 

So vile th; bre^h of Crust is, 
That longer with thee W dispense 
Were want of power, or want of sense. 

Then, Tomer, do him jnstlce. 

The change in Prior's political sentiments did 
not pass unnoticed. He turned, says Pope, from 
a strong wliig (which he had been when most with 
Lord Halifax) to a violent f ory ; and did not care 
to converse with any whi^ after, any more than 
Howe did with tories. 

In 1711, Prior was appointed minister pleni- 
potentiary to the Court of France, for the purpose 
of negotiating a peace. In a few weeks he re- 
turned, bringing with him Monsieur Mesn^er, 
and the Abbe Gualtier. As the whole of this 
transaction was private. Prior and bis companions 
were seized at Canterbury,' but iromediately re- 
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K LIFE OF PRIOB- 

leased by the queen's orders. The meetings were 
held at Prior's house, who was joined with the 
privy c«undl in tlie commission to siga the ar- 
ticles, after the agreement j aud who would have 
been joined with the two ministers at Utrecht, 
but the president, Lord Strafibrd, not willing to 
act with a person of so mean an extraction as 
Prior,* the business of trade was committed to 
the Lord Privy Seal ; the letters of St. John and 
the queen, however, sufficiently evince their con- 
viction of Prior's knowledge and services, espe- 
cially in matters of ti-ade. In 1712, he went to 
Paris, it is supposed with Lord. Bolingbroke, to 
arrange those matters which remained unsettled at 
Utrecht He had the appointments of an ambas- 
sador, though he did not assume the character till 
after the departure of tie Duke of Shrewsbury. 
In October, he returned to England : healing a 
private letter from the French King' to the queen, 
and returned in November. He remained at Paris 
in the character of a pubUc minister for some 

4 Swill soya, in his Journal to Stella,— 'I dined witb 
Lady Baity. I liear Prior's commission is passed to be 
amboBsador eKlraordinary and plenipolentiaiy for llie paace. 
And so I mnst go see liis Excellency, 'tis a noble ad- 
vancement, but they could do no leas, after sending him lo 
France. Lard Strc^in-d k ai pi-etid as ieU, and how he will 
beor one of Prior's mean birth on nn equal oharactor iridi 
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months after the accession of George the First, 
when he was succeeded by Lord Stair, who took 
possession of all his papers,* The proceedings of 
the new ministry against all who had any concern 
in the negotiations of the peace of Utrecht, were 
sufficient to put him on his guard, and made him 
expect the storm that soon followed. His letters 
lo Bolingbroke, about this time, are full of anxiety 
and despondence. His private fortune was un- 
secured, he had nothing but the irregulai-ly paid 
salary of his situation, and in his public capacity, 
he saw the long-gathered storm of a hostUe paily 

? had Tia f ted m I eaknest at the time of 
Bi II gl rok tt 1 d h d t was at le^t equivocal, 
f ttre h dltl said that it was the news, that 

h w m g f m F fropared to discover all he 

kn w 1 bun If bj th aaoriflce of his friend, 

Ih p mpl 1 t lea t I rated, Bolingbroke'a sod- 

d fligh Wl th P lly meant to implicate his 

p t dm ts h f m h doubt. Hia ecidsnce 

ti Jy di9 pp ted t! wl g" who had mnoh relied on 
[t d tl y t d Ui i Tath bj the Imprisonment of the 
p t f t mpt and p t on. We ai-e not pos- 

ses, td f B h gl rok p f his conduct at tliis jono- 

t p h blj- us d 1 ess between them, and 

tl vid tl t tl } again coneaponded : bnl 

f th m 1 whi h h m t OBB Prior's dealh, which 

hfl] p d b f re B h gl k t m to luigLind, we may 

coadude that if he really considered his conduct to be 
treaoherons, he felt rather pily than resentment for the trai- 
tor.' Oooke's Lifa of Bohnghroko, vol, ii. p. 19. 

In ona of his letters, Bolingbroke says,—' *ly tiiendship, 
dear Matt, shall never ful Ihes, employ it all, and continue 
to loTB BoUngbroke.' See Corr. vol. iii. p. 3el. 
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ready lo overwhelm him. On his aiiival in Eng- 
land in March 1715, he was immediately taten up 
by an order of the council, and committed lo the 
hands of a messenger. In April he underwent a 
short examination before the privy council, and at 
the conclusion was removed from his own house, 
lo that of the messenger. "Walpole made an im- 
peachment against him, and he was ordered into 
close custody: and no person was admitted to see 
bim without leave of the speaker. He was also, in 
1717, excepted out of the act of grace ; notwith- 
standing he was soon after discharged without any 
fresh prosecution or trouble. The arrears of his ex- 
penses, when allowed, had been procured for him 
by Lord Halifax, aftor great difficulty and delay. 
He wrote an account of the proceedings at his ex- 
amination before the committee, which is to he 
found in his memoirs. His defence is left unfinish- 
ed, and in what was done, he has not touched on 
one great objection, made particularly by Lord 
Bolingbroke and himself: that they were most 
umeasonaUy leiUy in the interludes of tiie most 
serious and important negotiations. The fact is, 
the orders received by the negotiators at Utrecht 
ft-om the ministry in England respecting the con- 
ditions of the peace, and other aa-ticles dependent 
on it, do not appear to have been very clearly ex- 
pounded. Lord Oxford's peace was wittily, though 
irreverently said, ' to be the peace of God — for it 
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passed all human underataiiding.''' Prior mentions 
several difflralUes on the articles of commerce 
which fell to his share.—' We had Uke, he said, to 
have made an Athanasian business of it at Utrecht, 
by that explanation of our own way of underrating 
our own commerce. Their letters to you are fuU 
of surmises and doubts that all was unhinged, and 
their letters to us again, that explanations, how- 
ever made, were only to save appearances, and 
signifled nothing. This melange, I say, and my 
endeavour to understand it, had Uke to mate me 
run mad ; if the Duke of Shrewsbury's good sense, 
and M. de Torcy's, not only good sense, but right 
understanding, had not redressed us ! ' In another 
place, Prior, who I believe was not a very skilful, 

lAtlergthg A 'i 'Let disc d e' 

She said, th imd al was pea 

So SBog Pop hi V d P re his m 

Dr. T, Warton, rv m gr in 

to sea an estrao Pri Lo d B g 

written from Pa ^ g "> 

was to be stru k h P U h big 

hrated in this pea ge nmuiu ted m h 

late Dutohass Dowager of Portland,—"! disUke your medal 
with the motto Compoaitis vsnerantur armia — I ■will haie 
one of mj own design; the queen's host, surrounded with 
lanrel, and with this motto, Annffi, Aug. felioi Paoiao^ PflHoe 
in a tiinmphal oar, and the words. Pas missa per orbem, 
this is ancient, this is simple, this is sense. Bosier shall 
axeonte it, mamamier not seen m England since Simon's 
ame."~See Wartou's Popa, vol. i. p. 183. 
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or successful negotiator, calls it, — The d— d peace 
of Utrecht. 

With the fall of the tory ministfy, a fall as 
much owing to their own selfish intrigues and un- 
principled designs, as to the power of the whigs, 
Prior's connection with public life and poUtical 
cares was terminated. It is apparent, fi-om his 
correspondence, that he had for some time foreseen 
his falf, though he had no power of providing 
i^ainst its consequences. He left his diplomatic 
honours as poor as when he first assumed them. 
He spent llie remainder of his days at a small villa, 
called Down Hall, in Essex, which his old patron 
Lord Oxford gave him for his life. His chief pe- 
cuniary resources were drawn from his Fellow- 
ship.^ Hasing finished his Solomon^ on the Vanity 
of the World, he collected a volume of his poems, 
and dedicated them to the Duke of Dorset, as a 
memento of his former patronage. The price 
of the volumes was two guineas, and the whole 

8 ' Prior haias his comiaission of fhe Cuslom? because it 
spoils his wit. Ha says, he dreams of nothing but cocketa 
and dockets, and draivbaofcs, and other jargon, words of the 
Custom Honsa.'— Siv-ift to Stella. 

* ' Our friend Prior, not having had the vicissitude of 
human things before his eyes, is lifcely to end his days in as 
forlorn a state as any other poet has done before him, if liis 
ftienda do not take more care of him, than ho did of him- 
self. Therefore, to prevent tlie evil, which wo see is 
coming on vary fast, we have a prcijeot of prinUng his So&- 
mon, and other poetical works by subscription, ona gninoa 
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collection produced four thousand. Soon after 
he formed a very judicious design of writing a 
history of his own time ; which, doubtless, would 
have contained some valuable and authentic ma- 
terials, as he was a near spectator, as well as 
active agent in all the most important political oc- 
currences, till the dissolution of the toiy ministry, 
A lingering fever, however, put a period to his 
existence, Sept. 18, 1721, in the 58th year of his 
age. He died at "Wimple, near Cambridge, the 
seat of Lord Oxford at the time, but which was sub- 
sequently purchased by the Hardwicks. He was 
buried, at his own desire, in Westminster Ahbey, 
and five hundred pounds were set apart by him 
in his will, to erect a monument to his memory. 
The bust was executed by Coriveaux, and (he La- 
tin inscription, which is much too long, written by 
Freind.'" Prior appears to have had a lendresse 
towards a lady called Mre. Elizabeth Cox, whom 
he left residuary legatee in his will : and who is 



to b pa d haiirt, and the other at the delLveiy of the 
book H Arbuthnot, Pope, and Gay are with me and re- 
m mb u It is our joint bequest that yon will endea- 
Tou to proBure some aubsoriptioQS. Von wiU give yonf 
re pta th money you receive, and when you return it 
hi h , _ h 11 have others hi lieu. There are no papers 
printed here, nor any advertisement to be published ; for 
the whole matter is to b^ managed by Inends, in such a 
manner aa Ehal! be least shocking to the dignity of a pleni- 
potentiary.' Letter from Erasmus Lawia to Swift^ v. Swift's 
works, TOl. si. p. 460, ed. Kiehols. 
" See Appendix No. I, 
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described as humoursome and imperious: this, 
however, poets, and other than poeta have borne 
before and since the days of Prior -. but Mrs. Cox 
was witliout any share of that beauty, which, in 
the eye of a man of imagination and taste, is a 
' peai'l of great price,' and which at least is some 
compensation for the inconveniences of female 
caprice. Against il! I«mper, and ill looliS com- 
bined, I know nothing but a resignation to fate, 
and a conviction that misery has no other arrows 
80 cruel, and so malignant in store. Prior left his 
college a set of books of the value of £200, to he 
chosen out of his library, and his own picture by 
La Belle, together with that of Lord Jersey. 
The tiooks are siud to be in very superb bindings, 
and the portnut represents him as an amhassador, 
very richly dressed. It was said to be a present 
to Prior from Louis XIV. and cost a hundred 
pistoles. 

Prior, I am afraid, was not a more able nego- 
tiator than the ministers who employed him ; but 
he was a warm partisan, and privately as well as 
politically attached io the Earl of Oxford. Many 
of his letters are to he found in the BoUngbroke 
correspondence, but ' Prior,' says Mr. Coxe,' ' made 

1 See Cose'a Life of Sir R Walpole, vol. i. p. 761, who 
adds,—' His friend Steele was whoUy inoiipflble of appli- 
caUoa, and Addiion wa= i miserable secretary of state.' 
Pope aaySi—Prior was nothing out of veiae, and was less 
fit for busmeaa than even Addiaon, though he poied him- 
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but an indifferent negotiator.' 
have supplied ua witli little information as to the 
lighter parts of his life. His deportment seemed 
to be gay, and hia conversation humourous and plea- 
sant. ■ One of iiis answers to a vain coxcomb of a 
Fi-eachman is worth reporting. Prior was at the 
opera seated next Ui a person who accompanied 
with his voice the principal singer ; Prior began 
abusing the performer in tlie strongest terms of re- 
proach, till the Frenchman expostulated with him 
for censuring aperson of acknowledged merit. 'I 



self mooh upon his talents for it. What a simple tiling was 
It to say upon his tombstone, Uiat he was writing a history 
of his owu times ! he oould not writ* in a style fit foe his- 
torj', and I dare say he never had set down a word toward 
any such thing. Swift, however, calls Mr. Prior a parson 
of great distinoUon, not only on eooount of hia wit, but for 
his abilities in the management of affairs. See Last Yeitrs of 
Q, Anne, p. 78, ed. Nichols. See Cooke's Life of Boling- 
broke, vol. i, p. 165. In a letter from Ld, Bolingbroke to 
Q. Anne, Sept, 20, ITU, he writes, 'My Lord 'J^asurer 
moved, and all my Lords were of the same opinion, that Mr. 
Prior should be added to those who are empowered to sign. 
The re^on for which is, because he having personally treated 
with Mons. de Torcy, is the best witness we can produce of 
the sense in which the general preliminary engagements are 
entered into. Besides which, asheii &e best versed in ntot- 
tert Iff ir/uli of all your miyesty's servants, who have been 
trusted in this secret, if you shall thhik fit to employ him 
in the future treaty of commerce. It will be of consequence 
that te has been a party concerned in concluding that con- 
vendon, which must be the rule of this treaty.' In one of 
his letters to Ld. Bolingbroke, he signs himself— M. Prior, 
animal peregrine missum ad mentienduiii R, P. causl. 
VOL. I. 3 
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know aU that, said Prior, mais il cbante si haul, 
que je ne sf aurois vous entendre.' In a French 
company, when ey«ry one sang a little soDg or 
stanzas, of wtich the burden was giveu, — Banis- 
sons la Melancolie, — when it came to his turn to 
sing, aiter the performance of a young lady, he 
produced these extemporary and elegant lines : 

Mais cstte vois, et ces benns yens 
Font Cupidoii trop dangereHS, 

Banissons In m^lnticolie. 
Prior never had much money ai command, and 
either by reason that he had not wherewithal to 
purchase the venal lavoui-s of the higher claaa of 
beauties, perhaps from indolence, or perhaps from 
a natui-ally inferior taste, he is said to have been 
coarse and low in his amours. Prior, says Pope, 
was not a right good man. He used to bury him- 
self for whole days and nights logetier with a poor 
mean creature, and often drank hard. He left 
most of his effects to the poor woman he kept com- 
pany with — hisChloe. Everybody knows what a 
wretch she was ; I think she had been a little ale- 
house keeper's wife, and Spence adds, ' that after 
the death of her friend the Poet, she became the 
wife of a country cobbler.' Arbuthnot wrote to 
Mr. Watkins — " Prior had a narrow escape by dy- 
ing, for if he had hved he had married a brimstone 
bitch, one Bessy Cox, that keeps an alehouse in 
Long Acre. Her husband died about a month ago, 
and Prior has left his estate between his servant 
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Jonathao DaStf ai Be»,y Cox. Lewis got drunk 
mtli punch mth Bes> night before la,t. Do not 
jou say where yon had this news of Prior. I hope 
aU m, nistrea, ■ (Q. Anne'.) ministers will not 
behave tlemselra «i. We atis to have a bowUf 
punch at Bea.r Coi'.. She wonld lain have pni 
It upon Lewis that she wa. hia (Prior',) Emma. 
She owned Mander, Jan was his OUoe. I know 
of no seeurilj against this dotage in balchelors, bnt 
K repent of their misspent time, and marrj with 
■peed.»_The Duehes. Dowager of Portland (sajs 
HannaiMoreJwasPrior'snoWe, lively little Peggj 
Dr. Johnson ealla his Chloes dirt, drabs and des- 
picable, who stole his plate and nm away. Rich- 
ardson says, Prior would leave Pope aad Swift, 
and smoke his pipe with a common soldier and hia 
wdo ta Long Acre. Yet, if we believe Swill, Prior 
waa much loved and esteemed both by Bolinghroke 
and Harley, as he well deserved, upon account of 
every virtue that can <,ualify a man for private 
convemation. In another place he commends hia 
talent as a punster. Mr. Haditt says ' Some of 
Pnor-s bon mots are the best that are recorded.' 
Johnson, however, considers that Ills opinions were 
coiTect and right, though his life was loose and 
sensual ; a distinction rather dangerous for a mo- 
rah'sttonialntaln,unles8hebelievesourTeasonto 
be unaffected by our passions and our will : and 
that the integrity of the mind can long coexist with 
t V. p. xxi. '^,ih'an Drift, his executor.' 
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XX LIFE or PEIOE, 

the degradation of tte appetites, the impurity of 
the affections, and the seductive wanderings of the 
heart. From such anecdotes as the ahove, as well 
as from his works, we should judge our poet to 
have been a person of an easy, indolent, and care- 
less turn of mind ; wlio having passed through the 
business of his early life, and acquired an inde- 
pendence of fortune hy the kindness of his friends, 
spent the remainder of hia days in a leisure, where 
amusement could be acquired with the least trouble, 
and with indifference towards all who censured the 
indelicacy of his choice, and the coarseness of liis 
company. In one of Bolingbroke's letters to Sir 
Thomas Haumer, he writes — If I have the honour 
of a line from you, pray give me some account of 
Mat's private hfe. Once I was in the gentleman's 
sea-et, but his last despatch contains, in almost a 
ream of paper, nothing but solemn accoants of base- 
ness, such as made me expect to find Jo. Werdcn 
instead of Mat Prior at the bottom of the volu- 
minous epistle. We hear much of a certain eloped 
nun^ who has supplanted the mit-brown maid. 

Many years after Prior's death there appeared 
a small volume called — The History of his own 
time, compiled from the original msmuscripts* of 

1 This pareon ia allndert tarna, Eabseqnent letter of Prior, 
a3 hia reUgieuse d^Jro^e. 

s The atle-pags has this motto undemEalh — " I h:id ra- 
ther be thou^t a good Englishman, than the best poet, or 
greatest Bcholor, that ever wrote." Matt. Prior. 
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his late Excellency Matthew Prior, Esq. It was 
copied for the press by Mr. Adrian Drift, his exe- 
cutor, and is dedicated to Lord Oxford. After his 
death, they oame into possession of Charles Fore- 
man, Esq. who had intended to puhliah them ; but 
dying before his design waa executed, the papers 
were dehvered to Mr. Bancks. As the aulhor of 
the article on Prior's life in the Eiographia Bn 
tannica observes, " Notwithstanding all this |. irade, 
upon the perusal, very little of Mr. Prior s writing 
will be found in this piece." Of Prior s person il 
appearence I am not aware that any descnption 
has been given. Swiit, in his Journal to Stella, 
incidentally mentions, that he walked to make him- 
self fat, and that he generally had a eough ; ^ and 
Lord Bolinghroke, in a letter to M. de Torcy, writes 
— "An surplus, vous Toulez bien que je me remette 
k ce que j'aurai ITionneur de vous ^crire en deux 
jours d'ici par son Excellence Matthieu. Je crois 
que vous le trouverez instruit k linir toutes lea 
choses, et que malgr4 sa phisionomie, qui n'est pas 
des plus ketireuses, il ne sera pas perdu pour le 
coup ; " and in a subsequent one, speaiing also of 
Matthieu, he says ' Oe msage de hois ne commen- 
cera son voyage que Lundi prochain ; ' and his cor- 

* " The days ara now long enough to walk in the park after 
dinner, and so I do whenever it is fair. This WBlking is a 
atranga remady. Mr. Prior wa!k3 to make himself fat, and I 
to hring myself down. He has generally a coagh, which ha 
only calls a cold. We often walk round the park together." 
Jourti. to Stella, b. siv. 361. 
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respondent, in one of his answers, observe3"Vous 
vous avez renvoy^, my lord, sous fexlSrieur dn 
Matlhieu, le veritable fils de Mons. Bays : il ne 
lui manque que de remplir la verre de son pere. H 
est d'ailleurs aussi Hollandois,et je croisbea«coup 
plus opiniatre." But we must now turn to Us 
poetiy. 

Dr. Johnson* has obsei-ved, that Prior's works 
may be considered distinctly as comprising Tales, 
Love verses, occasional Poems, the Alma, and the 
Solomon. Taking then this distribution, we may 
observe, that in his Tales, he has caught the quaint 
humour and comic power of Fontaine, the sly arch- 
ness, the freedom of expression, and the natural 
graces of composition. Some grossness, indeed, 
which belonged to the original, and which were the 
dregs of a former age, and not rejected by the le- 
vity of his, still remain;' the books from which 
both Prior and the French poet borrowed their 
droll and humorous naiTations were seldom free 
from a hcentiousness that was used as a founda- 



4 On Johnson's criticism on Prior, see Cowper's Letters, 
vol. i. p. 818, second series, Bvo. 

« Of Hans Coi-val, Goldsmith says— 'This bagatella, for 
which, by the bye, Prior has got his greatect reputation, 
was a tale told in all tlie old Italiiui coUeotion of jests, and 
borrowed from Uiance by Fontaine. It had been Cranalated 
once oi- twice before in English, yet was never regarded Oil 
it fell into the hands of Mr. Prior. A strong instance how 
mnch every thing is improved in the hands of a man of ge- 
nius.' See B. of EngL Poetry, ii. 68. 
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tion for wit. It would, bowever, be difficult to say 
bow sucli stories eould be more graeefuUy or agree- 
ably told. 

Dr. Jolmson thinks that Prior is less happy in 
his amorous effusions; and he compares them to 
Cowley's artificial soi-rows. But in the first place, 
there is an ease and simple elegance in them which 
Qowley seldom possesses : in some there is a soft- 
ness and tenderness of complaint conveyed with the 
utmost felicity of expression ; and for the classical 
and mythological aUusions, they are gaily and 
sportingly inserted; introduced with some happy 
allusion, and accompanied by some agreeable and 
unexpected turn. To shut out all allusions to the 
beautiful Actions of ancient mythology, would be 
to rob poetry of one of its richest provinces, a pro- 
vince created by the finest genius, and embel- 
lished by the most captivating fancy. 

The serious odes of Prior are totally wanting in 
lyrical power. Without possessing the strict or- 
derly arrangement which belongs to the model and 
fonn of lyric poetry, they are also devoid of the 
fire, the abruptness, the bold transitions, the change 
of numbers, the figures, which the ode demands : 
Prior uses the word ode in a very unusual and un- 
restricted sense. His ode to Col. G. Viiliers is an 
elegy, and written in the common heroic lines ; one 
merit it possesses in having furnished Pope with 
the conclusion of his Epistle from Heloisa to Abe- 
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lard." His Epistle to Boileau is sprightly and ele- 
gant ; and liis burlesque on the same poet's ode on 
Namur, is executed with infinite wit and taste. 
Of Prior's epigrams it is sufficient praise to say 
that they are among the best which we possess, 
and are found in every collection ; for many of 
them he is believed to be indebted to the French : 
Dr. Johnson discovered the Thief and Cordelier 
in the almost forgotten poems of Greorge Sabinus. 
The translation of Callimachus is stiff and hard ; 
indeed the severe and highly wrought style of the 
original was unsuited to Prior's lighter pen. In 
hia ode in the manner of Spenser, he has totally 
destroyed the beautiful system of versification in 
which the hardof MuUaenshrmed his Ftury Queen; 
and adopted, by way of improvement, one consist- 
ing of two quatrains, and ending with an heroic 
verse and an alexandrine, a poor and wretched 

» Prior's ode on the Queen's death may be traced in Col- 
lina'a Ode to Thompson : and a feather from his poem ' the 
Dove,' has dropped into Gray's long Itory. From Prior, 
eaya Mr. Sonthey, Popa adopted some of the most oonspicn- 
008 artjfices of his versa. V. Spec, of EnRl. Poets, i. p. sxx. 
Malone supposes that Prior may have written the epitaph 
on Cecil, fifth Eatl of Exeter. See it in Scott's Dryden, vol. 
ST. IBl. The Judgment of Venue, in Prior's works, is said 
In be written by Mr. Harcourt. Sea Dunster's ed. of Philips' 
Cyder, p. 96. See some poems supposed to be by Prior in 
Nichols' Select Poems, vol. iv. p. 46-66, also a Latin poem 
on the mnrriaga of George, Prince of Denmark, and the Lady 
Anne, vol. vii, p. SB. 
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Bubsljtute for tlie linked sweetness, and the finely 
suspended harmony of the original. Prior's well 
known tale of Henry and Emmii' appears to me 
much inferior to the original ballad, as it wants its 
freshness and simplicity. The subject b drawn 
out in continued accusation, and concession, to a 
length that fatigues. The tenderness and feeling 
are smothered in a cloud of words, lost in general 
reflections and maxims of moraJity, and destroyed 



^ On the original ballad of Henry and Emma, see Cen 
sum LiCei-aiia, vol. vi. p. 114. It is but fair to sny, tliixt 
Cowper's authority as ragards this poem is sgainst the editor, 
and therefore It is pven in this note. ' But what shall we 
say of liis rusty-fusty remarks upon Heniy and Emma? I 
agree irith him, t^at morally considered, 1>otb the knight ajid 
his lady were bad characters, and that each eshibits au ex- 
ample which ought not to be followed. The man dissembles 
in a wa; that would hav« justified the woman had she re- 
nomiced him, and tie woman resolTBs to follow him at the 
expense of delionoy, propriety, and even modesty itself. But 
when the critic calls it a dull dialogue, who will believe himV 
There are few readers of poetry of either sex in this country 
who cannot remember ho\F that enchanting piece has be- 
witched them, who do not know, that instead of finding it 
tedious, they have been so delighted witli the romantic turn 
of it, as to have overlooked all its defects, and to have fjven 
it a consecrated place in their memories, without ever feeling 
it a burthen.' See letter, Jan. IT, 1782. As regards Dr. John- 
son's criticisms on Frier, there is much that is correct, and 
much not exactly to the purpose. It is clear that ho preferred 
without labour, drawing on bis general stores of criticism for 
remark, to reading Prior with diligence and exactness. Uia 
Lives of the Poete always show hia vigour of inteliecf, some- 
times the imperfection of his knowledge, sometimes his preju- 
dice, and loo often his indolence. 
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by the fanciful and ingenious images which are 
brought to illustrate them. The whole is too much 
in the style of the Pastor fldo, and the IlaJian paa- 
toi-als. The utmost praise must be given to the 
elegance of the diction, and the easy and varied 
flow of the Durabers r but the whole piece is too 
artificial and elaborate. It seems rather a com- 
bat of skill and ingenuity, a desire to torment and 
to perplex, than a ti-ial of anxious and mistrustiog 
love : and perhaps, afier all, the impression from 
the moral is not satisfactory. The repeated and 
increasing sacrifices which the lover demands, 
would hardly be compatible with that female dig- 
nify and fine sense of honour, which is huilt on a 
proud consciousness of innocence, and without 
which love cannot be supported. 

Of the poem of Solomon' the general opinion 
seems to be correct. It may indeed be studied by 
die poetical artist, for the flow and harmony of its 
polished versification, and its beautifully selected 
and finished language ; ° but it is too long, too uni- 
form, and too seiious and majestic. The weighty 

* Cowpflr considers * tlie Solomon to be the best poem, 
whelher we ooiisiiler the subjects of it, or the exeoution, that 
ha ever wrote.' V. Letters to Unwin, Jan. 6, 1782. 

" There is one piaoe of abBurdity In the second book of 
Sijloraon, which ons would have thought the taste of Prior 
would have rejected. Abya is going to give a dinaec to Solo 
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and massiTe wisdom, the axiomatic and pregnant 
brevity of the original are diffused into a flowing 
eloquence and weakened by ornamental diction. 
The current of the story moves languidly along : 
and wants that variety of embellishment, and that 
force of illustration, which draws its examples from 
tie history of men and of society, and which Pope 
so happily introduces into the E^ay on Man — 



To point a moral, or adorn a taJa. 

Of the Jlma,^ the only defects appear t. 



be in 



The woods are traversed, and the lakes are drain'd; 

Arabia's wilda, aod Egypt's are explored, 

ThB eMle crealim decks the board, 

Hardly Bte Fhmio: scitpei 1 1 
I Mr. Pope said that the Alma of Prior was the only work thai, 
abating its esoassiTa scepticism, he Mold wish to have been 
the author of. Yet so unable, said he, ore authors to make a 
true «timate of what they write, either from the fondness of 
their subject, or the pains it costs them in the composition, 
that Prior nskhig Win soon after Bie pnblioation of his works 
by flubacriptjon how he liked bis S^rnm, he replied,-Tour 
Ahaa is a masterpiece. The other, with great impaiience 
and resentment, replied,-" What, do you tell me of my Abna, 
a loose and hasty scribble to relieve the tedions hom^ of 
imprisonment, ivhile in the messenger's hand."-Thi3 judg- 
ment of his friend occasioned these two satiric lines m the 
small poem of the I^tper^mi. (The Conversation.) 

Indeed, poor Solomon in rhyme 
Was much too grave to be Eubllma. 

See Euffhead's Life of Pope, Bvo. p. 183. Goldsmith 
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its rambling and inconclusive plan. Though formed 
{3 1 is said) upon the model of Hudibras, there is'sufli- 
cient originality to redeem it from the sei-vilityof 
a copy. Inferior in ita pregnant brevity of wit, 
and unexpected quaantness of allusion, but far ex- 
celling in easy and graceful turns of thought : and 
in the unaffected clearness of its language, which 
flows on Witt perfect ease, as if totally unem- 
barrassed by the restraints of rhyme. Of Prior's 
larger poems it is undoubtedly the most perfect. 
To Prior must be allotted the praise of giving 
a grace and delicacy of flniab to our versification" 
which alone was wanting among the improvements 
introduced by Dryden ; and in which he was 
scarcely inferior to Pope. In this respect, com- 
pared to Prior, Denham and Wallei-,i appear rug- 
ged and unfinished. To this refinement, Prior was 

says, (sae his Besnties of Eng. Poetry, vol. ii. p. 306 ) 
" What Prior meant by this poem I can't underetand. By 
The Greek motto to it, oae would think it was either to 
ko^h at tha Bobject or h!a reader. There are some parts 
of it very fine, and lot them save the hadiiess of tha rest." 
Shenetone observed, that Pope never mentions Prior, though 
BO handsomely spoken of in the Ahna. One might imarine 
that Mr. Pope, i>ideMed as he ims W Prior for such number- 
less beauties, should have readily repaid this poatica] obliga- 
tion. This can only ha imputed to pride, or party cnnnlng; 
but Prior's name tmce occurs hi the Dnnciad, B. ii. C. 124' 
188, though but slightly. ' 

' Our poatiy was not qnite harmonized in Waller's lime; 
so that this which would be now baked apon.aa a ilcKmly sort 
ef wi^ciKion, was, with respect to Oie time in which it was 
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probably led by his familiarily vdtk the French 
poela, and by his choice, like them, of those light 
and miniature subjects, which derifc half their 
merit from minuteness of finish, and delicacy of 
touch. It would appear, at first sight, that he was 
more defective in the accuracy of his rhymes,^ 
than might have been supposed : but a very great 
latitude hadheen allowed in that respect, till Pope's 
example, stimulated by Swift's fastidiousness, cor- 
rected the evii ; the few hemislichs which he intro- 
duces in his Solomon, were probably intended to 
relieve the monotony of the piece : Prior perhaps 
cannot be called a great poet : ° but he has the 
merit of writing in a style and manner formed with 
such taste and skill,^ with such knowledge of the 
laws of poetry, and such atf«ntion to the choice of 

written, draost a prodigy of hmmoiij.— Goldsmith, B. Engl. 
Poeh7, ii, 91. 

i Tlie chief ore^-liaa, f e— means t d^— c rv 1 I 
rell— reiicf, life— frowns n d^— — k d 

fineness — lawn, man — pnx.la m — h h m as mij 

and tea were aliovfed. Fope alw j hjm tea t u h 
woids: it was tlien prononnced as in Fienoli 

s See verssB by Prior to lady Henrietta Harlej , not in 
the coranion ediUon of bis works in Si,ott e ed ft hwift, 

4 Popa mentions Prior in the list wliich he drew up of 
H-riters wlio might serve as authorities for poetical language; 
it was begun twice, but left imperfect. Tliere were but nine 
mentioned, and two of these only iu the bartesqae style.— 
Spenser Shaitspeai'e, Fletcher, Waller, Butler, Dryden, Prior, 
Swift-— V. Spence's Anecdotes, p. 311. 
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words, and beauty of language, as to prove that he 

was a great proficient in his art In his own lively, 

picturesque, and gay manner, he is still unrivalled, 

and he may justly be called the first poet, of the 

dressed age of poetry, and wlio brought 

to perfeetioD the polished ease, 

the vivacity and graces 

of the French 

school. 
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APPENDIX. 

I. 

Sot Kmporis Historiam meditante 

Panlatim obrepens Pebris 

Opori Bimul et vitw fllum abripnit. 

Sep. 18. An, Dom. 1721. aiiat. 57. 

H. S. E. 

Vir eximius 

Seronissimia 

Eegi Gulielmo, Eegin^quB Maria 

In congrcEsione ftedcratoram 

HagsB Anno 1690 celebrata 

Deindc Magna Brilannia Legatis 

Tamils 

Qui Anno 1697 Pacein Rjswiclii oonfecemnt 

Turn lis 

Qui apud Galloa Auiiis prosjmis LcgaiJonem obienint 

Eodem cdam Anno 1697 in Hibeniia 

Seerctaiina 

Nocnon in ntroque honorabili confesau 

Eortun 

Qoi Anno 1700 ordinandis commerdi negotiis 

Quiqoe Anno 1711 dirigendis Portorii rebus 

Prsesidebant 



Postremo 

Felioissiniie MeraoriEe Eeginft 

Ad Ladovieum SIV. GaliiJe Regem 

Missus Anno 1711 

De Pace stabiliendu 
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Diuque ut boni jam omnes sperant duratnra) 

Cum summa potestate Legatus 

Matthious Prior Avtniger 

Qui 

Ko3 omnos, quibus cuiculatus est, CitulOE 

Humanitatis, ingcail, eniditionis laudc 

Superavit 

Cut euim nasccnti faciles ai'riserDnt musffi 

Hunc Puerum Schola hie regia perpolivit. 

Juvenem in collegio S'li Johannis 

Cantabrigia Optimis scieuliis insmixit 

Virum denique adxit, et parfecit 
Multa cum viria Principibus consuetudo 

A vatum choro. aveili nanqtiam potuit 

Sed solebat seeps rcrum Clvilium gravitaKtn, 

Amteiiiorara litcraratn stitdiis condira 

Et cum omne adeo Poeticea genua 

Turn in fabdiis concinne lepideque toxcndis 

Minis Arlifex 

Ncminem habuit parem 

Hiec liberalie animi oblectamenta 

Quam nuUo illi labore OTustitcrint 

Facile ii pecspexere, quibus nsus est Amici 

Apud quos Urbanitatem et leporum plenus 

Cum ad rem qu^cunque fbrW incidei^t 

Aple, varife copioafeqne alluderet 

Iiiterea nihil qufesitum, nihil vi expresaum 

Videbatur 

Sed omnia altro effluere 

Et quasi jugi e fonto affatim exuberare 

Ita SDOs tandem dubios rcliquit 

Bssetae in Seiiptis Poeta eloqaotior 

An in Convictu, Comes jueundior. 
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n. Extraa fiom Worton'a Pope on the MSS. of Prior. 



I HAVE frequently wondered how sparing Pope has been 
in general in hia praises of Prior, eapeciallj' as the lattat 
was the intimate friend of Swift and Lord Oxford. I 
imagine this reserve is owing principaliy to some satiricul 
epigrams that Prior wrote on Atterburj. The Alma is 
not the only composition of Prior, In which he haa dis- 
plnjed a knowledge of the world, and of human natnre: 
for I was once permitted to read a curious manuscript, 
late in the hands of her Grace the Duchess Dowager of 
Portland, containing essays and dialogues of the dead, on 
the following snbjects by Prior : 

1. Heads for a Treatise on Learning. 

2. Essay on Opinion. 

S. A Dialogue between Charles the Fifth and Herord 
the Gramniitrian. 

4. Betwixt Locke and Montayne. 

5. The Vicar of Bray and Sir Thomas More. 

6. Oliver Cromivell and his Porter.' 

• Sea Spenee's Anecdotes, p. 48. Prior kept every thine 
by him, even to all hia school eierdses. There is a manu- 
script collaotion of this kind, io his servant Drift's hands, 
which contiuns at least half as much aa all his published 
works. And there are nine or ten copies of verses among 
them, which 1 thought mueh better than several things ha 
himself published. In pariicular, I remember tiiare was a 
dialogue of about two hundi-ad verses, between Apollo and 
Daplme, which pleased me as much as anv thing of his I 
ever read. There are also fom- dialogues In 'prose, between 
persons of characters very strongly opposed to one anolher, 

VOL. I. 4 
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If these pieces were. published, Ftior would appear to 
be as good a prose writer, as a poet It seems to be 
growing a, little fashionable to decry hie gceat merits as 
a pMt. They >vho do this, seem not Buffieieiillj to have 
attended to his admirable ode to Mr. Charles Montagu, 
Earl of Halifax. His ode !o the qneen, 1706, and hia 
epistle and ode to Boileau : most of his tales, the Alma 
here mentioned ; the Henry and Emma, (in which surely 
are many strokes of tenderness and pathos) and his Solo- 
mon, a poem which, however faulty in its plan, has yet 
■rary many noble and finished passages, and which has 
been so elegantly and classically translated by Dobson, as 
to reflect honour on the College of Winchester, where he 
■was educated, and wliere he translated the first boolt as 
a school exercise. I once beard hrni lament, that he had 
not at that time read Liicretins, which would have given 
a richness and variety, and force to his verses, the only 
an.lt of whicb seems to be a monotony, and want of 
different pauses, occasioned by translating a poem m 
Ayrae which he avoided in his Milton. It is one mark 
of a poem lotrinsically good that it is capable of being 
well tran'lated. The political conduct of Prior was 
blamed on account of the pait he look in the famous par- 
tition treaty ■ but in some valoahle memoirs of his life, 
mitt«n by the honourable Mr. Montagu, his friend, 
which were also in the possession of tiie Duchess Dowa- 
ger of Portland, this conduct is clearly accounted for, and 
amply defended. In those memoirs are many curious 
and interesting particuhtrs of the history of that time. 

which I thought very good. O"^ of them was between 
Charles the Fitlh and hia tutor Adrian. The sisth, to 
show the different turns ot a person who Jiad staOiea numan 
nature, only in bis doset, and of one who had ramb ed all 
over Europe. Another, between Montayne and Lool's..™ 
a most remliu and a very loose way of thinking. A thira, 
between 0. Cromwell and his mad Porter anf the fourth, 
between Sir Thomas More and the Vicarof Bray. (Pope.) 
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n a cuno nd g tt wtich I have read, by 

h T> Dowager of Portland, 

>> P a h h le veracity of the cele- 

■tt F P b h Lorf Oxford, Feb. 10, 

4 — L d P b gh y he, is gooe from Genoa 
nn open boat— that's one; 300 miles by sear— that's 
,' that he was forced ashore twenty times by lompcsla 
i majorkeens, to lie among the rocks — that's— Somi 



III. From Bolinghrohe's Coi-ivspaiidence. 4 vols. 8vo. 

Sept. 1712. * * * What I trouble yon with is, 
you eee, a parcel of letters, which have been broaght hither, 
and where left during my writing from Fontainblean. 
They are, 1 believe, of no great worth, Hjid might bare 
staid on this side for ever. Indeed, they had like to have 
done so, for your friend Matt has for fifty hours past had 
a trousse-galante dam toatts Us Jarnies, and I was of opinion 
that I was going ad Palamedem, ad VlyssBis, et Betrxa. 
I have changed this opinion these twelve hours past, and 
I hope to live with Lord Treasurer and Lord Bolingbroka, 
who are e'en as good company ; why do I not hear from 
you all t 



Jan. 1713— Matt to Henry.— I have heard no more 
from the Congress at Utrecht, than if it were the council 
of Jemsalem. What last I had from you thence, I faith- 
fully transferred to yon, expecting your orders thereupon. 
If yon agree with the proposal of Newfoundland, which 
is the same you and I (N.B. this is Matt and Harry) 
laid down: and if wc can take 1664 for oor plan, in order 
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to reduce the traffic to that era, the peace ia made. Other- 
wise I ace no shore. Not hnt that I am ready to swim 
as long as yon please in alio mari or super allaia mare, 
for that jou will remember jvas a point of grammar long 
discussed : as are some other points, arrogat, or assump- 
git, and— parlons d'autros choses. * * * » I have 
made your oompHmenta to my Lady Duchess, and thank 
yon for the hint as to (he morbr^ in trafBes.* ' Non sunt 
contemnenda qaasi pnrva, sine quibns magna constare non 
poasunt.' 



'3 inclosed in the alovc Letter.) 
iee, what thou hast seen 



Through ages thtis I might presume to liye. 
And from ttie transcript of thy prose receive 
What my own short-liT'd verse can never give. 

Thus should fkir Britain, wi^ a graeioue smile, 

Beceive the work ; the venernble Isle, 

For more tbao treaties made, should bless my toll. 

Nor longer hence the GaUio style prBferr'd, 
Wisdom in Enghsh Idiom should Se heard. 
While ShreiTsbury told the world i 

—Are they good ? What think jou of an oak, which ia 
Britain ; a trophy of arms at the bottom of it, a wreath of 
palm hung on the tree ; over the trophy, ii 
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1713, May 10. * * Brother Sim is here, very well 
and hearty. He tells me, you have reseuetl Cato fronl 
Wh^ism. I have fipoke to Lord Chamberlain concern- 
ing Booth, and I believe ws may procure any encourage- 
ment for him that i8 reasonable. Hote, Oalo moans Ad- 
dison, who, though by party a Whig, associated with the 
principal men on the Tory side. The day on which the 
acMunt of the peace an'ived, he dined with Bolingbroke. 



1713, Sept.— Poor Diet Skellon d' 
think, in York Buildings. He has done bo these three 
years, but colic, spleen, and disappointment, sour people's 
digestion. Pray persist in your good opinion of him, my 
Lord, for he really deserves it from you. I have likewise 
engaged the Dnke of Shrewsbury to pnt in a kind word 
in his behalf; for what, in God's name, do we translate 
our odes, and write our little stuff, bni to be able to do 
our friends some good 1 And why is a man, who may be 
useful to the public, and whose heart ia with ua, to lie 
fallow till either we have not the power to do him service, 
or till he wants health to enjoy our friendly offices ? I 
wish I had a word fi'om Lord Treasurer; bat wishes are 
vain, and sighs cannot obtain, as Sir Car Seroop most 
ly expresses it * * * 



1713. * * Adieu, my dear Lord ; if at my return I 
may help you any way in your drudgery, the youngest clerk 
you have is not more at your command : and if at the 
old hour of midnight after yoor drudgery, a cold blade- 
bone of mutton in Dnke Street will go doivn sicut olim, 
it, with all that belongs to the master of the house (except 
Nanny) is entirely yours. Adieu. May God bless you, 
men respect yon, and women love you. 

17U, Jan, 18.— The very apprehensions I felt from 
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■what you said of the Quoen'a being ill, though jou added 

ngly shock: bo much do my own fears nataially outweigh 
my joys, or plniner, eo much am I rathor a coward than 
a heto. Good God 1 what a thousand things have I 
thought, since I received jour letter, if that should happen, 
Tthich one hates even lo think of, what is to bccomeof 
ns 3 What sort or set of men are to be our taskmasters ? 
and what sluices arc we provided with, to save Great Bri- 
tain from being overflowed 1 after what would become of 
us all 1 the thought, I grant yon, is very mean, what would 
become of me ? But humanity is frail and querulous. If 
the prospect, therefore, of this evil, though, I hope, far 
removed, be dreadful to the masters of Mortimer Gasllo, 
HintoQ St. George, Stanton Harcourt, or Bucklebuvy, what 
must it he to friend Matt, qui oppressus inimicis et invi- 
dia, ierumnia et paupertate, morbis et annis, or, as it is 
npon the tombstone, since goods, sine lands, sine riches? 
Why wont Lord Treasurer Ihink of this one half liour, 
sioco we may do it at any half hour, since he intends 10 
do it, I believe : and possibly, half an hour loo late, will 
bo as sorry as myself that it was not done 1 But if the 
Queen is well, hang all the rest. Gaultier had alarmed 
this j^ourt ; upon your letter I was- glad to convince Ihem 
that there was no ground tor their apprehensions, your 
Lordship's letter giving so good an account of her ma- 
jesty's indisposition being so happily past. And accord- 
ingly 1 continued the appointment and invitation I had 
made to some of our friends lo dine with mo yesterday. 
Monsieur could not, as he promised, come, the king hav- 
ing appointed him lo wait on his majesty at Monti. liut 
I had women, Croissy, Torcy, Bouaolles, and (as Ma- 
dame Croissy had Invited her Lady Jersey) men. Card, 
Polignac, Abbe' Ponipone, Count Croissy, a,nd that gang. 
Albergetti to sing aceompagnement de muaique, and every 
thing ^ I'honneur de I'Angleterre. But under this mask 
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of mirdi — premit alio corde dolorem — till I hear from 
England more parCicitlarlf, [hut the Queen's health is 
confinned, Ste. 

1714, April. — By what I have sent yon inclosed, I hope, 
my dear Lord Bolingliroke, I shall hear no more of sluieea 
" tai Shiloh comes." What are ye all doing in England, 
and (as these people ask me) who are the gorcmment ? 
Por my own part, I hear nothing from that merry island, 
but that you, I, and all our friends are called rognes and 
rascala all the day long, and in every eaifee-houae. 
Qoomque tandem 1 &c. 

Matthew had ueyer so great an occasion to writo a word 
to Henry as now ; it is noised here that I am soon to return. 
The question Ihat I wish I could answer to the many that 
ask, and to our friend Colbert de Torcy (to whom I made 

is done for me, and to what I am recalled 1 It may look 
like a bagatelle, what is to become of a philosopher like 
me : bnt it is not such, what is to become of a peison who 
had the honour to be chosen and sent hither, as intrasted 
in the midst of a war, with what tlie queen designed 
should make the peaue. Eetuming with the Lord Boling- 
broke, one of the gi^atest men in England, and one of 
the finest heads m Europe (as they say here, if tiue or 
not, n'importo) having been left by him in the greatest 
character, that of her majesty's plenipotentiary, exercising 
that power conjointly with the Dnke of Shrewsbury, and 
solely after his departure. Having here received moK 
distingaished honour than any minister, except an am- 
bassador, ever did ; and some which were never given to 
any, but who had that chai'acter ; having had all the suc- 
cess that could be expected, having (God be thanked) 
spared no pains at a time, when tiie peace at Iiome is 
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voted safe and honourable, at a time when tie Earl of 
Oxford is lord treasurer, and Loiil Bolinjbroke first 
secretary of state ; this unfortunate person, I say, neg- 
lected, forgot, nanamed to any thing that may speali the 
queen satisfied with liis services, or his friends coocerned 
as to his fortune. Monsieur de Torcy put me quite out 
of countenance the other day, by a pity that wounded mo 
deeper than ever did the cruelty of the late Ijord Oodol- 
phin. He said he would write to Bohin and Hiury about 
me. God forbid, my lord, that I shonld need any fo e gn 
intercession, or owe the least to any Frencho an h ing 
besides decency of behaviour, and the returns of ommo 
civility. Some say I am to go to Baden, o h rs ha I 
am to be added to the commissioncrG for setti ng he com 
merce. In all cases, I am ready, bat in the nea ne — 
die oliqvid de trSias capiUis. Neither of these two are, I 
presume, honours or rewards, neither of them (let me say 
to my dear Lord Bolingbroke, and let him not be angry 
with me) are what Drift'- may aspire to, and what Mr, 
WMtworih, who was his fellow-clerk, has or may possess. 
I am far from desiring to lessen the great merit of the 
gentlemao I named, for I heartily esteem and love him. 
But in this trade of ours, my lord, in which yon are the 
general, as in that of the soldiery, there is a ceriain right 
acquired by time and long service. You would do any 
thing for your queen's service, but you would not be con- 
tented to descend and be degraded to a chaise no way 
proportioned to that of secretary of stale, any more than 
Mr. Ross, Ijiongh he would charge a party with a halberd 
in his hand, would be content all his life after to be a 
servant. Was my Lord Dartmouth, ti-om secretary re- 
turned again to be commissioner of trade, or from secre- 
tary of war, would Frank Gwin think himself kindly 
ased to be rettunod again to bo commissioner. In short. 
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my lord, j-ou have put me above myself, and if I am to 
return to myself, I Ehall return to something very diseoil' 
tented and uneasy I am sure, my lord, you. will make 
the best up you can of this hint for my good. If 1 am 
to have any thing, it will certainly be for her majesty's 
service, and the credit of my friends in the ministry, that 
it be done before I am recalled from hence, lest the world 
may think either that I have merited to be disgraced, or 
that you dare not stand by me : If nothing is to be done 
jiol volunlaa Dei. I have writ to Lord Treasurer on this 
subject, and having implored jour kind inl^icession, I 
" ihe last remonstrance of the kind I 



promise yon, : 

■will ever make. Adieu I my Lord I all hononr, health 

and pleasure to you. 

Tours ever, Matt. 

MY DEAR LOUD, 17i4, Aug, 7. 

I SHOULD be wanting in my duly and friendship to yoa, 
if I were silent upon a point, which for me, of all men, it 
is most dangerous to touch', you will easily gness it Is 
the differences, and as they are represented here, the open 
quarrels between my masters at Whitehall. Who is in 
the wrong, or who is in the right, is not in my power at 
this distance to determine ; but this thing, every one sees 
at this oonrt, from Torcy to Conrtenvaax, as I believe 
tJiey do in yours, from my Lord Chancellor to Miramont, 
that the honour of our nation daily diminishes, and the 
credit of the ministers most particularly suffers. I would 
expatiate upon this topic, if I did not write to a man of 
your superior sense, and I need make no excuse for 
touching upon it, because, I am sure, I write to a man 
who loves me and knows I love him. I hare one reason 
to wish an end to these misunderstandings, more than 
any man else, which is, that I foresee my own ruin 
inevitably fixed in their continuance; but be all that as 
it willj my Lord Bolingbroke shall never be ashamed of 
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my conduct, or find me beliave olJierwise tBan as au 
honest and an English man. 

Am I to go to Pontainbleau ! am I to come here 'i am 
I to be looked upon ? am I to hang rajself ? From the 
present prospect of things, the latter begins to look moat 
elegible. Adieu I my Loid, God bless jou ! I am ever 
inviolably yours, Matt. 

Mons. de Torcy has very severe, and I fear very exact 
accounts of ns ; we are all frightened out of our wits, 
upon the Dulie of Marlborough's going into England. 
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RIGHT HONOURABLE LIONEL, EARL OF 
DORSET AND MIDDLESEX- 

It looks lite no great compliment to your Lord- 
ship, that I prefix your name to thia epistle ; when, 
in the preface, I declare the book is published al- 
most ag^nst my inclination. But, in all cases, my 
Lord, you have an hereditary right fo whatever 
may be called mine. Many of the following pieces 
were written by the command of your excellent 
father ; and most of the rest, under his protection 
and patronage. 

The particular felicity of your birth, my Lord ; 
the natural endowments of your mind, wMch, with- 
out suspicion of flattery, I may tell you, are very 
great ; the good education with which these parts 
have been improved ; and your coming into the 
world, and seeing men very early ; make us ex- 
pect from your Lordship all the good, whicli our 
hopes can form in favour of a young nobleman. 
2"!! Marcellus eris, — Our eyes and our hearts are 
turned on you. Tou must bo a judge and master 
of polite learning ; a fnend and patron to men of 

• AlUvwards created Duke of Dorset. 
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letters and mei-itj afailhful and able counsellor to 
your prince ; a true patriot to your country ; an 
ornament and honour to the titles you possess ; and, 
in one word, a wortliy son to the great Earl of Dor- 
set.' 

It is as impossible to mention that name, with- 
out desiringto commend the person, as it is to give 
him the commendations which his virtues de- 

• Bom 24 Jsnnaiy, 1037, died 29 Januarj'. 1705-4. Mr. 
Walpqle observes that " he was the finest gentleman in Uie 
Toluptaoaa couvt of Charles the Seconfl, and in the Bloomy 
one of King WiUiam : he had ks much wit as his tint master, or 
his ijontempomries, Baokiiigham and Rochester, without the 
royal want of feeling, the Duke's want of principles, or the 
Earl's want of thought. The latter said with aitonlshmcnt, 
'That be did not know how it was, but Loid Dorset might 
do any thing, and yet wne never to blame '—It was not that 
he was fi^e Irom tho failings of humanity, but ha had the 
tendeniess of it too, which made every body excuse whom 
every body loved, for even the asperity of his verses seams 
to have been for^ven to ' The best good of man, with the 
worst natnr'd Muse.'— This line is not more familiar than 
Lord Doiset'a own poems, to all who have a tsste for the 
gentealBst heauties of natural and easy vcree, or than hia 
Lordship's own bon mots; of which I cannot help repeating 
one of singular humour. Lord Cmven was a proverb for 
officious whispers to men !u power. On Lord Dorset's pro- 
motion. King Chorles having seen Lord Craven pay hia 
osnal tribute to him, asked the former what the latter had 
been saying; the Earl replied gravely, ' Sir, my Lord Cra- 
ven did me the honour to whisper, but I did not thhik it 
good manners to listen.' When he was dying, Congi-eve, ■ 
Who had been to visit him, bemg asked how he had left him, 
replied, ' faith, he slabbers more wit than other people do in 
their best health.' " Catalogue of Eoynl and iSoble Authora, 
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Bei-\-ed. But I assure myaelf, the most agreeable 
compUment I can bring your Lordship, is to pay a 
gi-ateful respect to your father's memory. And my 
own obligations to him were such, tliat the world 
must pardon my endeavouring at his cliaracter, 
however I may miscarry in the attempt. 

A thousand ornaments and graces met in the 
:;oinposition of this great man, and contributed to 
make him universally beloved and esteemed. The 
tin-ure of his body was strong, proportionable, beau- 
tiful : and was his picture well drawn, it must de- 
serve the praise given to the portraits of Kaphael ; 
and, at once, create love and respect. While the 
greatness of his mien informed men, they were 
approaching the nobleman, the sweetness of it in- 
vited them to come nearer to the patron. There 
was ill his look and gesture something that is more 
easily conceived than described; that gained upon 
you in his favour, before he spake one word. His 
behaviour was easy and court«ous to all; but dis- 
tinguished and adapted to each man in particular, 
according to his station and quality. His civility 
was free from the formality of rule, and flowed 
immediately from his good sense. 

Such were the natural fecultiea and strength of 
his mind, that he had occasion to borrow very Uttle 
from education ; and he owed those advantages tt 
his own good parts, which others acquire by study 
and imitation. His wit was abundant, noble, bold 
Wit in most writers is like a fountain in a garden 
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auppJied by several streams brought through artful 
pipes, and playing sometimes agreeably. But the 
Earl of Dorset's was a source rising from llie top 
of a mountain, which forced its own way, and with 
inexhaustible supplies, delighted and enriched the 
country through which it passed. This extraor- 
dinary genius was aecouipanied with so true a judg- 
ment in ail parts of fine leammg, that whatever 
subject was before him, he discoursed as properly 
of it, as if the peculiar bent of his study had been 
applied that way j and he perfected his judgment 
by reading and digesting the best authors, though 
he quoted them very seldom, 

Contamnebat potiiis litems, quian nesoiebat! 

■and rather seemed to draw his knowledge from 
his own stores, than U> owe it to any foreign 
assistance. 

The brightness of his parts, the solidity of fiis 
judgment, and the candour and generosity of his 
tomper distinguished him in an age of great polite- 
ness, and at a court abounding with men of the 
finest sense and learning. The most eminent mas- 
ters in their several ways appealed to his determi- 
nation. WaUer thought it an honour to consult him 
in the softness and harmony of his verse : and Dv. 
Sprat, in the delicacy and turn of his prose. Diy- 
den determines by him,' under the character of 

> Sae Drydon's Esaay on Dramatic Poosie, first printed in 
qnarto, nnd addressed l« Cliailes Earl of Dorset, then Lord 
Backhurst. 
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Eugenius, as to the laws of dramatic poetry, Butler 
owed it to him that the court tasted his Hudibraa; 
Wyeherfey that the town lited his Plain Dealer; 
and the late Duke of Buckingham deferred to pub- 
lish his Rehearsal, till he was sure (as he expressed 
it) that my Lord Dorset would not rehearse upon 
him again. If we wanted foreign tesijmony, La 
Fontaine and St. Evremont have acknowledged, 
that he was a perfect master of the beauty and fine- 
ness of their language, and of all that they call ks 
Belles Zettres. Nor was this nicety of his judg- 
ment confined only to books and literature, but was 
the same in statuary, painting, and all other parta 
of art. Bernini would have taken his opmion 
upon the beauty and attitude of a figure ; and Kmg 
Charles did not agree with Le!y, that my Lady 
Cleveland's picture was finished, till it had the 
approbation of my Lord Buckhurst. 

As the judgment which he made of otliers' wril^ 
ings could not be refuted, the manner in which 
he wrote will hardly ever be equalled. Every one 
of his pieces is an mgot of gold, intrinsically and 
solidly valuable ; such as, wrought or beaten thin- 
ner, would shine through a whole book of any other 
author. His thought was always new ; and the 
expression of it so particularly happy, that every 
body knew immediately, it could only be my Lord 
Dorset's : and yet it was so easy too, that every body 
was ready to imagine himself capable of writing it. 
There is a lustre in his verses, like that of the sun 
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in Claude Lorraine's landscapes : it looks natural, 
and is inimitaUe. His love-verses have a mixture 
of delicacy and strength : they convey the wit of 
Petronius in the softness of Tibullus. His satire 
indeed is so severely pointed, that in it he appears, 
what his great friend the Earl of Rochester (that 
other prodigy of the age) ?ays he was; 

The best good man, witJi the worst natufd Muse. 

Tet even here, that character may justly be applied 
to him, which Pcreius gives of the best writer in 
this kind, that ever lived : 

Omne vsfer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
Tangit, et admissaa circnm prieoordia, Indit. 

And the gentleman had always so much the better 
of the satirist, that the persons touched did not 
know where to fix their resentments ; and were 
forced to appear rather ashamed than angry. Yet 
SO far was this great author from valuing himself 
upon his works, that he cared not what became of 
them, though every body else did. There are many 
things of his not extant in writing, which however 
are always repeated : like the verses and sayings 
of the ancient Druids, they retain an universal 
veneration, though they are preserved only by 
memory. 

As it is often seen, that those men who are least 
qualified for business, love it most ; my Lord Dor- 
set's character was, tliat he certainly understood it, 
but did not care for it. 



h/ Google 



Coming very young to the possession of two 
plentifiil estates, and in an age when pleasure was 
more in fashion than business, he turned his parts 
rather to hooka and conversation than to poHtics, 
and what more immediately related to the pubhe. 
But whenever the safety of his country demanded 
his assistance, he readily entered into (he most ac- 
tive parts of life, and underwent the greatest dan- 
gers with a constancy of mind which showed, that 
he Iiad not only read the rules of philosophy, but 
understood the practice of them. 

In tlie first Duteh war he went a volunteer under 
the Dute of York : his behaviour, during that cam- 
paign, was such as distinguished the Sackville 
descended from that Hildebrand of the name, who 
was one of the greatest captains that came int« 
England with the Conqueror. But his malting a 
song ' the night before the engagement (and it waa 
one of the prettiest that everwas made) carries with 
it so sedate a presence of mind, and such an unu- 
sual gallantry, that it deserves as much to be re- 
corded, as Alexander's jesting with his soldiers, be- 
fore he passed the Granicus ; or William the First 
of Orange, giving order over night for a battle, and 
desiring to be called in the morning, lest he should 
happen to sleep too long. 

From hence, during the remaining part of King 
Charles's reign, he continued to live in honourable 
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leisure. He was of the bed-chamljcr to the kbg, 
and pc«sessed not only Ms master's favour, but (in 
a great degree) his familiarity ; never leaving tie 
court, but when he was sent to that of Franiie, on 
some short commissions and embassies of compli- 
ment : as if the king designed to show the French 
(who would be thought the politest nation), that one 
of the finest gentlemen in Europe was his subject ; 
and that we had a prince who understood his worth 
so well, as not to suffer him to be long out of his 
presence. 

The succeeding reign neither relished my Lord's 
wit, nor approved his maxims : so he retired alto- 
gether from court. But as the irretrievable mis- 
takes of tliat unhappy government went on to 
threaten the nation with something more terrible 
than a Dutch war, he thought it became him to 
resume the courage of his youth, and once more to 
erkgage himself in defending the liberty of his coun- 
try. He entered into the Prince of Orange's inte- 
rest, and carried on his part of that great enter- 
prise here in Jjondon, and under the eye of the 
court, with the same resolution, as his friend and 
fellow-patriot, the late Duke of Devonshire, did in 
open arms at Nottingham, till the dangers of those 
times increased to extremity, and just apprehen- 
sions ai-ose for the safety of the princess, our pre- 
sent glorious queen : then the Earl of Dorset was 
thought the properest guide of her necessary flight, 
and the person under whose courage and direction 
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the nation might most safely trust a charge so 
precious and important. 

After the eatahhshment of their laf« majesties 
upon the throne, there was room agam at court for 
men of my Lord's character. He had a part in the- 
councils of those princes, a great share in their 
friendship, and all the marks of distinction withi 
which a good government could reward a patriot. 
He was made chamberlain of their majesties' house- 
hold, a place wMch he so eminently adorned by 
the grace of his person, the fineness of hia breed- 
ing, and the knowledge and practice of what was 
decent and magnificent, that he could only he ri- 
valled in these qualifications by one great man, who 
has since held the same staff. 

The last honours he received from his sovereign 
(and indeed they were the greatest which a subject 
could receive), were, that he was made knight of 
the garter, and constituted one of the regents of 
the kingdom, during his majesty's absence. But 
hia health, about that tune, sensibly declining, and 
the public afiairs not threatened by any imminent 
danger, he left the business to those who delighted 
more in the state of it, and appeared only some- 
times at council, to show his respect to the com- 
mission ; giving as much leisure as he could to the 
relief of those pains, with which it pleased God 
to afiliet him, and indul^ng the reflections of a 
mind, that bad looked through the world with too 
piercing an eye, and was grown weary of the pros- 
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pect. Upon tie whole, it may very justly be said 
of this great roan, with regard to tlie puhlic, that 
through the course of hia life, he acted like an able 
pilot ia a long voyage ; contented to sit quiet in the 
cabin, when the winds were allayed, and the waters 
Bmooth ; but vigilant and ready to resume the helm, 
'when tlie storm arose, and the sea grew tumult- 

1 ask your pardon, my Lord, if I look yet a little 
jnore nearly into the late Lord Dorset's character : 
if I examine it not without some intention of find- 
■ing fault ; and (which is an odd way of making a 
-panegyric) set his blemishes and imperfections in 
■open view. 

The fire of his youth carried him to some ex- 
cesses, but they were accompanied with a most 
lively invention, and true humour. The little vio- 
lences and easy mistakes of a night too gaily spent 
(and that too in the beginning of life), were always 
set right the next day, with great humanity, and 
ample retribution. His faults brought their excuse 
with them, and his very failings had their beauties. 
So much sweetness accompanied what he said, and 
so great generosity what he did, that people were 
always prepossessed in his favour ; and it was in 
fact true, what the late Earl of Rochester said in 
jest to King Charles, that he did not know how 
it was, but my Lord Dorset might do any thing, 
yet was never to blame. 

He was naturally very subject to passion ; but 
the short gust was soon over, and served only Wi 
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set off the charms of his temper, when more com- 
posed. That very passion broke out with a force 
of wit, which roade even anger agreeable ; while 
it lasted, he said and forgot a thousand things, 
which other men would have been glad to have 
studied and wrote ; but the impetuosity was coi-- 
rected upon a moment's reflection, and the mea^ 
sure altered with such grace and delicacy, that you 
could scarce perceive where thekeywf^ changed. 

He was very sharp in his reflections ; but never 
in the wrong place. His darts were sure to wound ; 
but they were sure too to hit none but those whose 
follies gave him a very fair aim. And when he 
allowed no quarter, he had certainly been pro- 
voked by more than common error ; by men's te- 
dious and circumstantial recitals of thdr affairs, 
or by their multiplied questions about his own ; by 
extreme ignorance and impertinence ; or the mix- 
ture of these, an ill-judged and never-ceasing civil- 
ity; or lastly, by the two things which were his 
utter aversion, the insinuation of a flatterer, and 
the whisper of a tale-bearer. 

I^ therefore, we set the piece in its worst posi- 
tion ; if its faults be most exposed ; the shades 
will still appear very finely joined with their lights ; 
and every imperfection will be diminished by the 
lustre of some neighbouring virtue. But if we 
turn the great drawings and wonderful colourings 
to their true light, the whole must appear beau- 
tifiil, noble, admirable. 

He possessed all those virtues in the highest de- 
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gree, upon which the pleasure of sociely, and the 
happiness of life depend ; and he exercised them 
with the greatest decency and best manners. As 
good nature is said, by a great^ author, to hrloiig 
more particularly to the English than any other 
nation, it may ^aiu he said, that it belonged more 
particularly to the late Earl of Dorset than to any 
other English man. 

A kind husband he was, without fondness ; and 
an indulgent father, without partiality. So ex- 
traordinary good a master, that this quality ought 
indeed to have been numbered among his defects, 
for he was often seryed worse than became hia 
Btation, from hia imwillingnesa to assume an au- 
thority too severe. And during those little trans- 
ports of passion, to which I juat now said he was 
subject, I have known his servants get into his 
way, that they might make a merit of it immedi- 
ately after ; for he that had the good fortune to be 
chid, was sure of being rewarded for it. 

His table was one of the last that gave us an 
example of the old housekeeping of an English 
nobleman. A freedom reigned at it, which made 
everyone of his guests think himself at home ; and 
an abundance, which showed that the master's 
hospitality extended to many more than those who 
had the honour to sit at table with him. 

In his deahngs with others, his care and ex- 

1 Sptat, Hist, of the Eoyal Sooiutj. 
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acfness that every man should have liis due, was 
Buch that you would think he had never Been a 
court : the politeness and civilitf with which thia 
justice was administered, would convince you he 
never had lived out of one. 

He was so strict an observer of hia word, that 
no consideration whatever could make him break 
it ; yet so cautious, lest the merit of hia act should 
arise from that obligation only, that he usually 
did the greatest favours without making any pre- 
vious promise. So inviolable was he in his friend- 
ship, and so kind to the character of those whom 
he had once honoured with a more intimate ac- 
quaintance, that nothing less than a demonstra^ 
tion of some essential fault could make him break 
with them ; and then too, his good nature did not 
consent 1« it, without the greatest reluctance and 
difflcnlty. Let me give one instance of this amongst 
many. When, as lord chamberlain, he was obliged 
to take the king's pension from Mr. Diyden, who 
had long before put himself out of a possibility of 
receiving any favour from the coort, my Lord al- 
lowed him an equivalent out of his own estate. 
However displeased with the conduct of his old ac- 
qumntance, he reheved his necessities ; and while 
he gave him his assistance in private, in public he 
extenuated and pitied his error. 

The foundation indeed of these excellent quali- 
ties, and the perfection of my Lord Dorset's cha- 
racter, was that unbounded charity which ran 
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through the whole tenor of his hfe, and sat as vi- 
sibly predominant over the other faculties of Lis 
soul, as she is said to do in Heaven, above her 
sister virtues. 

Crowds of poor daily thronged his gates, expect- 
ing thence their hread ; and were still lessened by 
his sending the most proper objects of his bounty 
fo apprenticeships, or hospitals. The lazar and 
the siek, as he accidentally saw them, were re- 
moved from the street to the physician ; and many 
of them not only restored to health, but supplied 
with what might enable them to resume their for- 
mer callings, and make their future life happy. 
The prisoner has often been released, by my Loid's 
paying the debt ; and the condemned has been 
saved by Hs intercession with the sovereign, where 
he thought the letter of the liw too rigid To those 
whose circumstances were such 'is made them 
ashamed of their poverty, he knew how to bestow 
his munificence without offendmg their modesty; 
and under the notion of frequent presents, gave 
them what amounted fo a subsiatence Many yet 
alive know this to be true, though he toll it to 
none, nor ever was more uneasy than when any 
one mentioned it to him. 

"We may And among the Greeks and Latins, Ti- 
hullus and Gallus, the noblemen that writ poetry ; 
Augustus and Msecenas, the protectors of learning ; 
Aristides, the good citizen ; and Atticus, the well- 
bred friend ; and bring them in, as examples of my 
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Lord Dorset's wit, his judgment, his justice, and 
hie civiUty. But for his charity, my Lord, we eaa 
scarce find a parallel in history itself. 

Titus was not more the deltcite hwmani generis, 
on this account, than my Lord Dorset was ; and, 
without any exaggei-fttion, that prince did not do 
more good in proportion out of the revenue of the 
Eoman empire, than your father out of the income 
of a, private estate. Let this, my l.ord, remain to 
you and your posterity a possession for ever; to 
be, imitated, and, if possible, to be excelled. 

As to my own particular, I scarce knew what 
life was, sooner than I found myself obliged to his 
favour ; nor have had reason to feel any sorrow 
ao sensibly as that of his death. 

" Ula dJB! — qnem semper Boerbnin 

Semper honocatum (sic DI yoluiBtJs) habebo." 

.ffineas could not reflect upon tlie loss of his own 
father with greater piety, my Loi-d, than I must 
recall the memory of yours : and when I think 
whose son I am writing to, the least I promise my- 
self from your goodness is an uninterrupted con- 
tinuance of favour, and a friendship for life. To 
which, that I may with some justice entitle myself, 
I send your Lordship a dedication, not fiUed with a 
long detiul of your prfnaea, but with my aincerest 
wishes that you may deserve them. That you may 
employ those extraordinary parts and abilities with 
which heaven has ble^ed you, to the honour of 
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your family, the lienelit of your friends, and the 
good of your country ; that all your actions may 
be great, open, and nohle, such as may tell the 
world whose son and whose successor you are. 

What I now offer to your iLordship is a colle<>- 
tion of poetry, a kind of garland of good-wilL If 
any verses of my writing should appear in print, 
under another name and patronage, than that of 
an Earl of Dorset, people might suspect them not 
to be genuine. I have attained my present end, 
if these poems prove the diversion of some of your 
youthful hours, as they have been occasionally the 
amusement of some of mine ; and I humbly hope, 
that as I may hereafter bind up my fuller shea^ 
and lay some pieces of a very different nature (the 
product of my severer studies) at your Loi-dship's 
feet, I shall engage your more serious reflection ; 
happy, if in all my endeavours I may contribute to 
youi delight or lo your instruction. I am, with all 
duty and respect, 

My Lord, 
Tour Lordship's most obedient, and 

Most humble Servant, 
Mat. Prior. 



h/ Google 



PKBFACE. 

The greatest part of what I liave written having 
been already published, either singly or m some of 
the miscellanies, it would be too late for me to make 
any excnse for appearing in print But a collec- 
tion of poems has lately appeared under my name, 
though without my knowledge, in which the pub- 
lisher has given me the honour of some thmgs that 
did not belong lo me ; and has transcribed others 
so imperfectly, that I hardly knew them to be mine. 
This has obliged me, m my own defence, to look 
back upon some of those lighter studies, which I 
ought bng since to have quitted, and to publish an 
indifferent collection of poems, for fear of being 
thought the author of a worse. 

Thus I beg pardon of the public for reprinting 
some pieces, which as they came singly from their 
first hnpression, have (I fancy) Imn long and qui- 
etly m Mr. Tonson's shop ; and adding others to 
them, which were never before printed, and might 
have lain as quietly, and perhaps more safely, in 
a comer of my own study. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for their 
having been -written at very distant times, and on 
very different occasions, and take them as they 
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happen to come. Public panegyrics, amorous odes, 
serious reflections, or idle Ules, the product of his 
lekure hours, who had business enough upon his 
hands, and was only a poet by accident. 

I own myself obliged to Mrs. Singer, who has 
given mc leave to print a pastoral of her writing ; 
that poem having produced the verses immediately 
following it. I wish she might be prevailed with 
to publish some other pieces of that kind, in which 
the softness of her ses, and the flneaesa of her 
genius, conspire to give her a very diat 
character. 



POSTSCRU'T. 

I must help my preface by a postscript, to teU 
the reader, that there are ten years distance be- 
tween my writing the one and the other ; and that 
(whatever I thought then, and have somewhere 
said, that I would publish no moi-e poetry) he will 
find several copies of verses scattered through this 
edition, which were not printed in the lirst. Those 
relating to the public stand in the order they did 
befoi-e, and according to the several years in which 
they were written, however the disposition of our 
national affairs, Uie actions, or the fortunes of some 
men,suid the opinions of others may have changed. 
Prose, and other human things may take wliat turn 
they can ; but poetry, which pretends to have some- 
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thing of divinity in it, is to be more permanent. 
Odes once printed cannot well be aifered, when tLe 
author has already said, that he expects his works 
should live for ever. And it had been very foolish 
in my friend Horace, if some years after his Exegi 
Monumentum, he should have desired to see his 
building taken down again. 

The dedication, Ukewise, is reprinted to the Earl 
of Dorset, in. the foregoing leaves, without any al- 
teration ; though I had the fairest opportunity, and 
the strongest inclination to have added a great desJ 
to it. The blooming hopes, which I said the world 
expected from my then very young patron, have 
been confirmed by most noble and distinguished 
first-fruits ; and his life is going on towards a plen- 
tiful harvest of all accumulated virtues. He has in 
fact exceeded whatever the fondness of my wishes 
could invent in Hs favour : his equaOy good and 
beautiful lady enjoys in him an indulgent and oblig- 
ing husband; his children, a kind and caFclul 
father; and his aequaintance, a faithful, generous, 
and poUte friend. His fellow peers have attended 
to the persuasion of his eloquence ; and have been 
convinced by the sohdity of his reasoning. He has 
long since deserved and attained the honour of the 
garter. He has managed some of the greatest 
charges of the kingdom with known ability ; and 
laid them down with entire disinterestment. And 
as he continues the exercises of these eminent vir- 
tues (which that he may do to a very old age, shall 
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be my perpetual wish) he may be one of the great- 
est men that our age, or possibly our nation haa 
bred ; and leave materials for a panegyric, not un- 
worthy the pen of some future Pliny. 

From SO noble a subject as the Earl of Dorset, 

to so mean a one as myself, is (I confess) a very 

pindaric transition. I shall only say one word, and 

trouble the readerno farther. I published my poems 

formerly, as Monsieur Jourdaia sold his silk; he 

would not be thought a tradesman, but ordered some 

pieces to be measured out to his particular friends. 

Now I give up my shop, and dispose of all mypoel^ 

ical goods at once : I must therefore desire, that 

tiie public would please to take them in 

the gross ; and that every body 

would turn over what 

he does not 
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THE 

POEMS OF MATTHEW PRIOU. 

ON ESOD. III. 14.— I AM THAT I AM. 

AN ODK. ■WEITTEN IN KtS, AS AN EXERCISE AT 

ST. John's college, casibeidge. 

Man ! foolish man ! 
Scarce know'st thou how thyself began ; 
Scarce hast thou thought enough to prove thou art; 
Tet, steel'd with studied boldness, thou dar'st try 
To send thy doubting reason's dazzled eye 
Through the mysterious gulf of vast immensity. 
Much lliou canst there discem,much thence impart. 
Vain wretch ! suppress thy knowing pride ; 

Mortify thy learned lust! 
Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thyself art dust. 

Let Wit her sails, her oars let 'Wisdom lend; 
The helm let politic Experience guide : 
Tet cease to hope thy shoi-t-Hv'd bark shall ride 
Down spreading Fate's unnavigable tide. 

What, though still it farther tend? 

Still 'tis farther from its end ; 
And, in the bosom of that boundless sea, 
Still finds its error lengthen with its way. 

YOL. 1. 6 
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With daring pride and insolent delight 

Tour doubts resolv'd yon boast, your labours 

crown'd ; 
And "ETPHKA ! your god, forsootli is found 
Incomprehensible and infinite. 
But is he therefore found ? vain searcher ! no : 
Let your imperfect definition show 
That nothing you, the weak deflner, know. 

Say, why should the collected main 

Itself within itself coniaia? 
Why to its caverns should it sometimes creep, 

And with delighted silence sleep 
On the lov'd bosom of its parent deep ? 

Why should its numerous waters stay 
In comely discipline, and fair array. 
Till winds and tides exert their high command ? 

Then prompt and ready to obey. 

Why do the rising suites spread 
Their op'nmg ranks o'er earth's submissive head, 
Marching through different paths to different lands ? 

Why does the constant sun 
With measur'd steps his radiant journeys run ? 
Why does he order the diurnal hours 
To leave earth's other part, and rise on ours? 
Why does he wake the correspondent moon, 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light, 
Commanding her with delegated powers 
To beautify the world, and bless the night ? 
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Why does each animated star 
Love the just limita of its proper sphere ? 

Why does each consenting sign 

Wilh prudent hai'mony combine 
In ttinia to move, and subsequent appear. 
To gird the globe, and regulate the year ? 

Man does with dangej'ous curiosity 

These unfathom'd wonders try : 
With fancied rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he restrains ; 
And studied lines and ficlious circles draws : 

Then with imagin'd sovereignty 

Lord of his new hypothesis he reigns. 

lie reigns; how long? till some usurper rise; 

And he too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wise, 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 

From this last toil again what knowledge flows ? 
Just aa much, perhaps, as showa, 
That all his predecessor's rules 

Were empty cant, all jai^on of the schools ; 

That he on t'other's ruin rears his throne ; 
And shows his friend's mistal;e, and thence con- 
firms 'his own. 

On earth, in air, amidst the seas and skies, 
Mountainous heaps of wonders rise ; 
Whose towering strength will ne'er submit 
To Reason's batteries, or the mines of wit: 
Yet still inquiring, still mistaking man, 
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Each hour repuls'd, each hour dare onward press : 
And levelling at God Ms wandering guyss, 
(That feeble engine of iiis reasoning war, 
Which guides bis doiibta,and combats his despair) 
Laws to his Maker the leam'd wretch can give : 
Can bound that nature, and prescribe that will, 
"Whose pregnant word did either ocean fill : 
Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they 
move and live. 
Through either ocean, foolish man ! 
That pregnant word sent forth again, 
Might to a world extend each atom there ; 
For every drop call forth a sea, a heaven for oveiy 

Let cunning Eai-th her fruitful wonders hide ; 
And only lift thy staggering reason np 
To trembling Calvary's astonish'd top ; 
Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride, 
Explaining how Perfection suffer'd pain. 
Almighty languish'd, and Eternal died : 
How by her patient victor Death was slain ; 
And earth profan'd, yet bless'd with Deicide, 
Then down with all thy boasted volumes, down ; 

Only reserve the sacred one : 
Low, reverently low, 

Make thy stubborn knowledge bow ; 
Weep out tliy reason's, and thy body's eyes ; 

Deject thyself, that thou ma/st rise ; 
To look to Heaven, be blind to all below. 
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OF PKIOR. 27 

ThenFaith,forEeason'8gIiiiimeringlig!it, shall give 
Her immortal perspective ; 
And Grace's presence jSlature's loss retrieve . 
Then thy enliven'd soul shall see, 
That all the volumes of philosophy, 
"With all their comments, never could invent 
So politic an instrument, 

T : reach the Heaven of Heavens, the high abode, 
Where Moses places his mysterious God, 
As was that ladder which old Jacob rear'd. 
When light divine had human dai-kness clear'd; 
And his ealarg'd ideas found the road, 
Wliich faith had dictated, and Angeb trod. 



TO THE COUNTESS OP EXETER,! 
N THE LUTE. 



What charms you have, from wliat high race you 

sprung. 
Have been the pleasing subjects of my song; 

1 Anne, danghl^r of William Earl of Devonahira, and 
Eister to the first Duke of Devonshire, widow also to CharleB 
Lord Eiob, vinji married to John Cecil Lord Burielgh, after- 
wards Eerl of Exeter; she atlanded her lord upon sll his 
trarcls, and was present when he died, Augnst 23, 1700, ftt 
a village called Issy, near Pflris, and surviving him till Iht 
ISth Jone, ITOS, the remiJns of Ixith were deposited at 
St.Marthi, Stamford, wherea magnificent monument, bronght 
among other curioiB worka from Rome, ia erected to their 
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Unskill'd and young, yet something still I writ, 
Of Ca'ndish' beauty join'd to Cedl's wit 
But when you please to show the lah'ring Muse, 
What greater theme your music can produce; 
My babbling praises I repeat no more, 
But hear, rejoice, stand silent, and adore. 

The Persians thus, first gazing on the sun, 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac'd, how bright it shone ; 
But, as his power was known, their thoughts were 

rais'd ( 
And soon they worshipp'd, what at first they prms'd. 

Eliza's glory lives in Spenser's song ; 
An d Cowley's verse keeps fair Orinda young. 
That as in birth, in beauty you excel. 
The Muse might dictate, and the Poet tell : 
Tour art no other art can speak ; and you, 
To show how well you play, must play anew: 
1 Your music's power your music must disclose ; 
For what light is, 'tis only light that shows. 

Strange force of harmony, that thus controls 
Our thoughts, and turns and sanctifies our souls ; 
While with its utmost art your sex could move 
Our wonder only, or at best our love : 
You far above both these your God did place. 
That your high power might worldly thoughts de- 

1 Imilated from AlleynE's FosticiJ History of Henry VJI. 
" For nought but light itself, itself can show, 
And only kings oan write what kings can do." 
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OP PRIOR. 



That with your iiumhers you our zeal might raise, 
And, like himself, communicate your joy. 

When to your native Heaven you shall repair, 
And with your presence crown (he blessings there,. 
Your lute may wind its strings but little higher, 
To tune their nof«5 to that immortal qub-e. 
Your art is perfect here ; your numbers do. 
More than our books, make the rude atheist know,. 
That there's a Heaven, by what he hears below. 

As in some piece, while Luke his skill expcest,. 
A cunning angel came, and drew the rest : 
So, when you play, some godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid, divinity helps art ; 
Some cherub finisiies what you begun, 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To burning Eome when frantic Nero pky'd, 
Viewing that face, no more he had aiu^ey'd 
The raging flames ; hut, struck with strange surprise, 
Confest them less than those of Anna's eyes : 
But, had he heard thy lute, he soon had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime aton'd : 
Thine, like Amphion's hand, liad wat'd the stone, 
And from destruction call'd the rising town : 
Malice to Music had been forc'd to yield j 
Nor could he bum so fast, as thou eouldst build. 
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PICTURE OF SESECA DTIHG IK A BATH. 

BY JOHDAIN.' AT THE RIGHT HON. 

THE EARL or EXETEb'S, AT BUKLEIGH HOUSE. 



"While cruel Nero only drains 
The moral Spaniard's ebbing veins, 
By study worn, and slack with age, 
How dull, how thoughtless is his rage ! 
Heighten'd revenge he should have took ; 
He should have burnt his tutor's hook ; 
And long have reign'd supreme in vice ! 
One nobler wretch can only rise ; 
'Tis he whose iury shall deface 
The stoic's image in tliis piece. 

1 Jacques Jocdain was born at Anlwferp in 158i ; was a 
disciple of Adam van Oort, but was indaBlad to Rubens for 
the prinoipai part of his Itnowladge in the art of painting: 
" He painted with extracrilinary freedom, ease, and espedi- 
tion; Hiere ia a brilliancy and iuurmony in his oolonring, and 
a good undarBtanding of the ChiaroBcuro. His oompoaition 
ia rich, bis expresBion natural and strong, but his design 
wanted elegance and faste. He studied and copied nature, 
yet be neither selected its beantiaa, nor r^eoted its dafeets. 
He knew how to give his figures a good relief, though fre. 
quently incorrect in the outlines; but hia pencil is alwaya 
excellent, and for a free and spirited touch, no painter can 
be accounted his superior." Pilkington's Dictionary of 
Paintera. He died in 1678, aged 81 years. 
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For while unhurt, divine Joi'dam, 

Thy work and Seneca's remain, 

lie still tas body, still has soul, 

And lives and speaks, restor'd and whole. 



While blooming youth, and gay delight 

Sit on thy rosy cheeks confest. 

Thou hast, my dear, undoubted right 

To triumph o'er this destin'd breast. 

My reason bends to what thy eyes ordain ; 

Tor I was bom to love, and thou to reign. 

But would you meanly thus rely 

On power, you know I must obey? 
Exert a legal tyranny ; 

And do an ill, because you may ? 
Still must I thee, as atheists Heaven adore ; 
Not see thy mercy, and yet dread thy power? 

Take heed, my dear, youth flies apace ; 

As well as Cupid, Time is blind : 
Soon must tJiose glories of thy face 
The fate of vulgar beauty find : 
The tliousaiid loves, liat arm thy potent eye. 
Must drop their quivers, flag their wings, and dii 
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Then wilt thou sigt, when in each frown 

A hateful wrinkle more appears j 
And putting peevish humours on, 
Seems but the sad effect of years : 
Kindness itseh' too weak a charm will prove, 
To raise the feeble fires of aged love. 

Forc'd compliments and formal bows 

Will show thee just above neglect : 

The heat with which thy lover glows, 

"Will settle into cold I'espect : 

A talking dull Platonic I shall turn ; 

Learn to be civil, when I cease to bum. 

Then shun the ill, and know, ray dear, 

Kindness and constancy wiU prove 
The only pillars lit to bear 

So vast a weight as that of love. 
If thou canst wish to make my flames_eiidure, 
Thine must be very fierce, and very pure. 

Haste, Celia, haste, while youth invites. 

Obey kind Cupid's present voice ; 
Fill ev'ry sense with soft delights. 
And give thy soul a loose to joys : 
Let millions of repeated bUsses prove, 
That thou all kindness art, and I all love. 

Be mine, and only mine ; take care 

Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide 
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OF piiiOK. 33 

To me alone ; nor come so far, 
As liking any youth beside : 
"What men e'er court thee, fly 'em, and believe, 
They're serpenia all, and thou the tempted Eve. 

So shall I court thy dearest truth, 

"When beauty ceases to engage ; 

So thinking on thy charming youlh, 

I'll love it o'er again in age : 

So time itself our i-aptures shall improve, 

While still we wake to joy, and live to love. 



EPISTLE TO FLEETWOOD SnEPHERD, ] 
BUKI.EIGH, MAT 14, 1688. 



As once a twelvemonth to tlie priest. 

Holy at Kome, here antichrist, 

The Spanish king presents a jennet, 

To show his love ; — That's all that's in it : 

For if his holiness would thump 

His reverend bum 'gainst liorse's rump. 

He might b' equipt from his own stable 

Witfa one more white, and eke more able. 

Or as with Gondolas, and men, his 
Good excellence the Duke of Venice 
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(I wish, for rhjme, 't had been the king) 
Sails out, and gives the gulf a ring; 
^Vliich trick of state, he wisely maintains. 
Keeps kJDdness up 'twist old acquaintance : 
For else, in honest truth, the sea 
Has much less need of gold, than he. 

Or, not to rove, and pump one's fency 
For popish similes beyond sea ; 
As folks from mud-wali'd tenement 
Brmg landlords pepper-com for rent ; 
Present a turkey, or a hen 
To those might better spare than ten : 
Ev'n so, with all submission, I 
(For first men instance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter. 
Who may return me much a better. 

Then take il, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay respect, and not show wit: 
Nor look askew at what it saith; 
There's no petition in it, — 'Faith. 

Here some would scratch their heads, and try 

What they should write, and how, and why ; 

But I conceive, such folks are quite in 

Mistakes, in theory of writing. 

If once for principle 'tis laid. 

That thought is trouble to (he head ; 

I argue thus : the world agrees. 

That he writes well, who writes with ease : 

Then he, by sequel logical. 

Writes best, who never thinks at aU. 
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OP TRIOR. 35 

Vei-se comes from Heav'n, like inward light ; 
Mere ttiman pains can ne'er come by 't : 
The god, not we, the poem, makes ; 
We only tell folks what he speaka. 
Hence when anatomists discourse, 
How like brutes' oi^ans are to ours ; 
They grant, if higher powers think fit, 
A bear might soon be made a wit ; 
And that for any thing in nature. 
Pigs might squeak love-odes, dogs bark satire. 

Memnon, though stone, was counted vocal ; 
But 'twas the god, meanwhile, that spoke all. 
Rome oft has heard a cross haranguing. 
With prompting priest behind the hanging: 
The wooden head resolv'd the question ; 
While you and Pettis help'd the jest on. 

Tour crabbed rogues, that read Lucretius 
Are against gods, you know ; and teach us, 
The god makes not the poet ; but 
The thesis, vice-vers4 put. 
Should Hebrew-wise be understood ; 
And means, the poet makes the god. 

Egyptian gard'nei-s thus are said to 
Have set the leeks they after pray'd to ; 
And Romish bakers praise the deity 
They chipp'd, whUe yet in its paniety. 

That when you poets swear and cry. 
The god inspires ; I rave, I die ; 
If inward wind does truly swell ye, 
'T must be the colic in your belly : 
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That writing is Ijut just like dice ; 
And lucky maids make people wise : 
That jumbled woi-ds, if fortune throw 'cm, 
Shall, well aa Dryden, form a poem ; 
Or make a speech, correct and witty, 
As you know who — at the committee. 

So atoms dancing round the centre, 
They urge, made all things at a venture. 

But granting matters should he spoke 
By method, rather tlian by luck ; 
This may confine their younger styles, 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's : 
But never could be meant to tie 
Authentic wits, like you and I ; 
For as young children, who are try'd in 
Gki-carts, to keep their steps from sliding ; 
When members knit, and legs grow stronger 
Make use of such machine no longer ; 
But leap pro Kbitu, and scout 
On horse call'd Lobby, or without ; 
So when at school we first declaim. 
Old Busby walks us in a theme. 
Whose props support our infant vein, 
And help the rickets in the brain : 
But when our souls their force dilate. 
And thoughts grow up to wit's estate ; 
In verse or prose, we write or chat. 
Not sixpence matter upon what. 

"Tis not how well an author says ; 
But 'tis how much, that gathers praise. 



h/ Google 



OP PRICE. 0/ 

Tonson, who is himself a wit. 
Counts wi-iters' merits by the sheet. 
Thus each should down with all he thmks, 
As boys eat bread, to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, I should be glad to see you ; 
I hope y' are well ; so God be wi' you ; 
"Was all I thought at first to write : 
But things, since then, are alter'd quite ; 
Fancies flew in, and Muse flies high ; 
So God knows when my clack will he : 
I must, Sir, prattle on, as afore. 
And beg your pardon yet this htdf-hour. 

So at pure barn of loud Bon-con, 
Where with my grannam. I have gone, 
When Lobb had sifted all his text, 
And I well hop'd the pudding next ; 
Now TO APPLT, has plagued me more. 
Than all his villaiii cant before. 

For your religion, first, of her 
Tour fi'iends do sav'ry things aver : 
They say, she's honest, as your claret, 
Not sour'd with cant, nor stumm'd with merit : 
Your chamber is the sole retreat 
Of chaplains every Sunday night ; 
Of grace, no doubt, a cei-tain sign. 
When layman herds with man divine : 
For if their fame be justly great. 
Who would no Popish nuncio treat ; 
That his is gi-eater, we must grant, 
Who will treat nuncios Protestant. 
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One single positive weighs more, 
You know, than negatives a score. 

In politics, I hear, you're stanch, 
Directly bent agiunat the French ; 
Deny to have your free-bom too 
Dragoon'd into a wooden shoe : 
Are in no plots ; but fiurly drive at 
The pubhc welfare, in your private : 
And will, for England's glory, try 
Turks, Jews, and Jesuits to defy, 
And keep your places till you die. 

For me, whom wand'ring Fortune threw 
Prom what I lov'd, tte town and you ; 
Let me just fell you how my time is 
Past in a country-life. — Imprimis, 
As soon as Ph<ebu5' rays inspect us, 
First, Sir, I read, and then I breakfast ; 
So on, till foresaid god does set, 
I sometimes study, sometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes and brave boys. 
With whom old Homer makes such noise. 
The greatest actions I can find, 
Are, that they did their work, and din'd. 

The books of which Fm chiefly fond. 
Are such, as you have whilom conn'd ; 
That treat of China's civil law. 
And subjects' rights in Glolgonda ; 
Of highway-elephants at Geylan, 
That rob in clajis, like men o' th' Highland 
Of apes that storm, or ke^ a town. 
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Ab well almost as count Lau7un ; 

Of unicorns and aligators, 

Elks, mermaids, mummies, witokes, satyrs, 

And twenty other sti-anger matters ; 

Which, though they're things Pve no concern in, 

Make all our grooms admire my learning. 

Critics I read on other men. 
And hypers upon them again ; 
From whose remarks I give opinion 
On twenty books, yet ne'er look m one. 

Then all your wifa, that fleer and sham, 
Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram ; 
From whom I jesis and puns purloin, 
And slily put them off for mine : 
Fond to be thought a country wit : 
The rest, — when fate and you think fiL 

Sometimes I dimb my mare, and kick her 
To bottled ale, and country vicar ; 
Sometimes at Stamford take a quart, 
Squire Shephard's health, — with all my heart. 

Thus, without much delight^ or grief, 
I fool away an idle life ; 
Till Shadwell from the town retires, 
(Chok'd up with fame and sea-coal lires), 
To bless the wood with peaceful lyric s 
Then hey for praise and panegyric ; 
Justice restor'd, and nations freed. 
And wreaths round William's gloi'ious head. 
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TO THE COUNTESS OF DORSET, 
WEITTKN IN nEE MILTON, BT ME, BKADBUET. 

See here how bright the fii-st-bom Tirgin shone, 
And how the first fond lover was undone. 
Such chaiining words our beauteous mother spoke, 
As Milton wrote, and such as yours her look. 
Tours, the best copy of th' original face, 
Whoae beauty was to furnish all the race : 
Such ehiUns no author could escape but he ; 
There's no way to be safe, but not to see. 



TO TUB LADY DURSLEY;! 

ON THE SAME STJBJKCT. 

Here reading how fond Adam was betray'd, 
And how by sin Eve's blasted charms decay'd ; 
Our common loss unjustly you complain ; 
So small that part of it, which you sustain. 
Toa still, fair mother, in your offspring trace 

1 Eliinbsth, daughter of Bnptist Noel, Viscount Camp- 
den. She died BO Juiy, 171B. Her husband, Charles Earl 
of Berkeley (whan Lord Dureley), had been envoy extra- 
ordinmy imd plenipotentiaiy to the States of Holland, from 
whence he returned iu 1995. 
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The stock of beaufy destin'd for the race : 
Kind nature, forming them, the pattern took 
For Heav'n's first work, and Eve'a original look. 

You, happy saint, the serpent's power control : 
Scarce any actual guilt defiles your soul : 
And hell does o'er that mind vain triumph boast, 
Wliich gains a HeaVn, for earthly Eden lost. 

With virtue strong as youre had Eve been arm'd, 
III vain the fruit had blush'd, or serpent chai-m'd: 
Nor had our bliss by penitence been bought ; 
Nor had frail Adam fall'n, nor Milton m-ote. 



TO MY LORD BUCKHUKSTj 
VEET YOUNG, I'LAVIXO WITH A CAT. 

The am'rous youth, wjiose tender breast 
Waa by his dai'hng cat possest, 
Obtain'd of Venus his desire, 
Howe'er irregular his fire : 
Nature the pow'r of love obe/d ; 
The cat became a blushing maid ; 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employ'd his wonder, and his joy. 

Take care, beauteous child, take care, 
Lest thou prefer so i-ash a pray'r : 

I Lionel, afterwards Duke of Dorset, to wliom Prior d 
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Nor vainly hope, tbe queen of love 
Will e'er thy fav'rite'a charma improve. 
quickly from her shrine retreat; 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate. 

The queen of love, who soon mil see 
Her own Adonis live in thee, 
Will lightly her first loss deplore ; 
Will easily forgive the hoar : 
Her eyes with tears no more will flow; 
With jealous rage her breast wiU glow: 
And on her tabby rival's face 
She deep will maik her new disgrace. 



While from our looks, fair nymph, you guess 
The secret passions of our mind. 

My heavy^ eyes, you say, confess 
Alieart to love and grief inclin'd. 

There needs, alaa ! but little art, 
To have this fatal secret found: 

With the same ease you threw the dart, 
'Tis certain you may show the wound. 

How can I see you, and not love ; 

While you as op'nin g^easj are feir? 
While cold as northern blasts you prove ; 

How can I love,'and not despair? 
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or PKiOK. 



Tlie wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent mercy may release : 

Soon, if my love but onee were crown'd, 
Fair prophetess, my grief would cease. 



A 80S0. 

In vain you fell your parting lover, 
You wish fair winds may waft him over, 
Alas I what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what I love ? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main 
Can equal those that I sustain, 
From alighted vows, and cold disdain? 

Be gentle, and in pity choose 
To wish the wildest tempests loose : 
That, thrown again upon the coast, 
Where lirst my shipwreck'd heart was los 
I may once more repeat my pain ; 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of slighted vowa, and cold disddn. 
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THE DESPAIRING SHEPHEED. 

Alexis ahiinn'd liis fellow swains, 
Their rural sporls, and jocund sti-ains, 

(Heay'n guard us all from Cupid's bow !) 
He lost Ilia crook, he left his flocks ; 
And wand'ring Ihrougli tie lonely rocks, 

He nourish'd endless woe. 

The nymphs and shepjierds roiiiid him came ; 
His grief some pity, others blame ; 

The fatal cause all kindly seek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs ; 
He guve 'em hack tlieir friendly tears; 

He sigh'd, but would not speak. 

Clorinda came among tlie rest ; 
Ajid she too kind concem express'd, 

And ask'd the reason of his woe : 
She ask'd, hut with an air and mieu, 
That made it easily foreseen. 

She fear'd loo much to know. 

The shepherd rais'd his mournful head ; 
And will you pardon me, he said, 

While 1 the crael truth reveal ; 
"Wliich nothing from my breast should tear; 
Which never should oti'end your ear, 

But that you bid me tell? 
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'Tia thus 1 rove, 'tis thus complmn, 
Since you appealed upon tlie plaia j 

You are the cause of all my care ; 
Tour eyes ten thousand dangers dart ; 
Ten thousand torments vex my heait : 

I love, and I despair. 

Too much, Alexis, I have lieai-d : 

'Tis what I thought; 'lis what I fear'd: 

And yet I pardon you, she cried: 
But you shall promise ne'er again 
To breathe your vows, or speak your pain : 

He bow'd, obey'd, and died. 



THE HOKOUKABLE CHARLES MONTAGUE.! 

Howe'ek, 'tis weE, that while mankind 
Through Pate's perverse meander errs, 

He can imagin'd pleasui-ea find, 
To combat against real cares. 



1 Afterwards Earl of Halifax. " He raised himself," saya 
Mr. Walpole, " by his abilitiea aud eloquence in ihe Housa 
of Commons, wliere he had the honour of being attaolied, 
in conjunction with Lord Somers, aud the satiafaotion of 
eatabiishing his Iniiocence as clenrlj. Addison has cele- 
brated this lord in his account of tiie greatest English poets: 
Steele has drawn his charaoter in Iha dedication of the 
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notions he pursues, 
Whick ne'er had being but in thought ; 
Each, like the Grecian artist,^ woos 
The image he himself has wrought 

Against experience he believes ; 

He argues against demonstration ; 
Pleas'd, when his reason he deceives ; 

And sets his judgment by his passion. 

The hoaiy fool, who many days 

Has struggled with continued sorrow, 

Renews his hope, and blindly lays 
The desp'rate bet upon 



To-morrow comes : 'tis noon, 'tis night j 

This day like all the former flies : 
Yet on he runs, to seek delight 

iw, till to-night he dies. 



Our hopes, like tow'ring falcons, ai 
At objects in an airy height : 

The little pleasure of the game 
la from afar to view tlie flighL 
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Our anxious pains we, all tlie day, 
In search of what we hke, employ ; 

Scorning at night the worthless prey, 
We find tiie labour gave the joy. 

At distance through an artftil glass 
To tlie mind's eye things well appear : 

They lose their forms, and make a mass 
Confas'd and black if brought too neai 

If we see right, we see our woes : 
Then what avails it to have eyes ? 

From ignorance our comfort flows. 
The only wretched are the wise. 

We wearied should lie down in death : 
This cheat of life would take no more 

If you thought fiune but empty breath ; 
I, Phillis, but a perjui-'d whore. 



VARIATIONS IN A C< 

Our hopes, hke towering falcons, ai 
At objects in an airy height ; 

But all the pleasure of the game 
Is afer off to view the flight. 

The worthless prey but only shews 
The joy consisted in the strife ; 
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Whate'er we fake, as soon we lose 
In Homer'a riddle and in life. 

So, whilst in feverish sleeps we think 
"We taste what waking we desire, 

Thp di'eam is better than the drink, 
Which only feeds the sickly Are. 

To the mind's eye things well appear, 
At distance thi^ough an artful glass ; 

Bring but the flattering objects near, 
They're all a senseless gloomy mass. 

Seeing aright, we see our woes : 
Then what avails it to have eyes ? 

From ignorance our comfort flows, 
The only wretched are the wise. 

We wearied should he do^vn in death, 
This cheat of life would take no more ; 

If you thought fame hut stinking breath, 
And Phyllis but a perjur'tl whore. 
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HYMN TO THE SUN. 
SET ISY DR. rUKCELL, 



Light of the world, aad ruler of the year, 
"With happy speed begin thy great cai-eer ; 
And, aa thou dost thy radiaat journeys i-un, 
Through every distant cUmate own. 
That in fair Albion thou hast seen 
The gi-eatest jiiince, the brightest queen, 
That evei- sav'd a hind, or blest a throne, 
Since first lliy beams were spread, or genial power 
was known. 

So may thy godhead be confest, 

So the retui'ning yeai- be blest, 

As his infant months bestow 

Springing wreaths for William's brow ; 

As his summer's youth shall shed 
Eternal sweets ai-ound Maria's head : 

Fi-om the blessings they bestow. 

Our times ave dated, and our eras move : 
They govem and enlighten all below, 
As thou dost all above. 

Let our hero in the war 
Active BJid fierce, like thee, appear : 
Like thee, great son of Jove, like thee, 
When clad in rising majesty, 
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Tliou marcheat down o'er Deloa' hiUs confesf, 
With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy glory drest 
Like thee, the hero doea his ai-ma employ, 

The raging Python to deatroy, 
And give the injiir'd nations peace and joy. 

From fairest years, and Time's more happy stores, 

Gather all the smiling hours ; 
Such aa wilh friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars ; 
SucU as with conquest have rewarded 

Triumphant viclors' happy cares : 
Such as story has recorded 
Sacred to Nassau's long renown, 
For countries sav'd, and battles won. 

March Ihem Hgain in fair array, 
And bid them form the happy day, 
The happy day design'd to wait 
On "William's fame, and Europe's fate- 
let the happy day he crowa'd 
Wiih great event, and fair success ; 
No brighter in the year be found, 
But that which brings the victor home in peace. 

Again thy godhead we implore, 
Great in wisdom as in power ; 
Again, for good JIaria's sake, and ours. 
Choose out other smiling hours ; 
Such as with joyous wings have fled. 
When happy counsels were advising ; 
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Such as have lucky omens slied 

O'er forming laws, and empires rising; 
Such a3 many courses ran. 
Hand in hand, a goodly train, 
To bleaa the great Eliza's reign ; 
And in the typic glory show, 
Wliat fuller bliss Jlaria aliall bestow. 

As the solera.n hours advance, 
Mingled send into the dance 
Many fraught with all the ti-easures, 

Which thy eastern travel views ; 

Many wing'd with all the pleasures, 

Man can ask, or Heav'n diffuse : 

That great Maria all those joys may kn6w, 

Which, from her cares, upon her subjects flow. 

For thy own glory sing our sov'reign'a praise, 
God of verses and of days ; 
Let all thy tuneful sons adorn 

Their lasting work with William's name } 
Let chosen Muses yet unborn 
Take great Maria for their future theme : 
Eternal structures let them raise, 
On William's and Maria's praise : 
Nor want new subject for the song. 

Nor fear they can exhaust the store, 
Till Nature's music lies unstrung, 
Till thou, great God, shalt lose thy double powV, 
And touch thy lyre, and shoot thy beams no more. 
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THE LADY'S LOOKTSG-GLASS-i 

IN nilTATIOS OP A GEKEK IDYI.LILTM. 

Celia and I tlie other day 
"Walk'd o'er the sand-hills to the sea : 
Tlie setting sun adorn'd the coast. 
His beams entire, his fierceness lost: 
And on the surface of the deep, 
The winds lay oaly not asleep ; 
The nymph did like the scene appear, 
Serenely pleasant, calmly fair : 
Soft fell her worda, as flew (lie air. 
With secret joy I heard her say, 
TJmt she would never miss one day 
A walk so fine, a sight so gay. 

But, oh the change ! the winds grow high ; 
Impending tempests charge the sky ; 

• Sea Longinns's comparison of the Odyssey to tlia Set- 
ting Snn. Ed. Pearce, Evo. p. 66. 

" Whether Prior had the latlcr worda in view, one cirn- 
not saj; bat it is difficnlt to conceive how the Eame image 
could b6 more iiccurately or forcibly trnnsfeiTcd from one 
iBngaage to another. That lively and most agreeable writer 
■wns very fond of copying from tha Grecian Buhool, .bnt 
Hlifays In such a mannar as to show the master, where he 
Bvan meant to imitate, of which this little posm is a, beau^ftil 
inatanoai tlie learned will easily trace in tha Looking-Glass 
of Prior ttie Poet and his Mnss {as it maybe inscribed) of 
Moscliua. CArKiCE is tha general snbjeot of boih pocmsj 
and many images of the latter ara transplanted into the 
foimor." Bote to Eiinoiiius, 1774, vol. iv, p. 108. 
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'riie ligbtning flies ; the thunder roars ; 
And big waves lash the frighten'd shores. 
Struck with the horror of the sight, 
She turns her head, and win^ her flight ; 
Aad trembling vo^re, she'll ne'er agaia 
Approach the shore, or view the mmn. 

Once more at least look hack, swd I; 
Thyself in that lai-ge glass descry : 
IVhen thou art in good-humour drest ) 
When gentle reason rules Ihy breast ; 
Tlie sun upon the calmest sea 
Appears not half so bright as thee : 
'Tis then, that with delight I rove 
Upon ihe boundless depth of love : 
I bless my chain ; I hand my oar ; 
Nor think on all I left on shore. 

But when vain doubt, and groundless fear 
Do that deal" foolish bosom tear ; 
When the big lip, and wat'i-y eye 
Tell me, the rising storm is nigh : 
'Tis then, thou art yon angry main, 
Deform'd by mads, and dash'd by rain ; 
And the poor sailor, that must try 
Its fury, labours less than I. 

Shipwreck'd, in vain to land I make ; 
While Love and Pate still drive me back : 
Forc'd to dote on thee thy own way, 
I chide thee first, and then obey. 
Wretched when from thee, vex'd when nigh, 
I with thee, or without thee, die. 
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LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP: 
t PASTORAL. BY y 



AMAEYLLIS. 

WniLE from the skies the ruddy sun descends, 
And rising night the ev'ning shade extends ; 
While pearly dews o'erspread the fruitful field, 
And closing flowers reviving odors yield ; 
Let us, beneath these spreading trees, recite 
What from our hearts oar M«ses may indite. 
Nor need we, in this close retirement, fear, 
Lest any swain our am'rous secrets hear, 
sir. VIA. 
To ev'ry shepherd I would mine proclaim : 
Since fair Arainta is my softest theme r 
A stranger to the loose delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler wannth of friendship prove: 
And, while its pure and sacred fire I sing, 
Cliaste goddess of the groves, thy succour hring. 

AMAKTI.I.IS. 

Propitious God of Leve, my breast inspire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleasing lire : 
Propitious God of Love, thy succour bring; 
Whilst I thy darling, thy Alexis singj 
Alexis, as the opening blossoms fair. 
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Lovely as light, and soft as yielding air. 
For him each vii^in sighs ; and on the plsuns 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whisp'riug spring, 
In Bweeter strains does artful Conon sing ; 
When loud applauses fill the crowded groves. 
And Phcebus the superior song approves. 



Beauteous Aminta is as early light, 
Breaking the melancholy shades of night. 
When she is near, all anxious trouhle flies ; 
And our reviving hearts confess her eyes. 
Tomig love, and blooming joy, and gay desires, 
In ev'ry hreast the beauteous nymph inspires : 
And on the plain when she no more appears. 
The plain a dark and gloomy prospect wears. 
In vain the streams roll on : the eastern breeze 
Dances in viun among the trembling trees. 
In vain the birds begin their ev'ning song. 
And to the silent night their notes prolong ; 
Nor groves, nor crystal streams, nor verdant field 
Does wonted pleasure in her absence yield. 

AMAETLLia, 

And in his absence, aU the pensive day. 

In some obscure retreat I lonely stray ; 

All day to the repeating caves complain. 

In mournful accents, and a dying strain. 

Dear lovely youth, I cry to all around : 

Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales resound. 
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On flow'ry banks, by ev'ry munn'ring strea 
Aminta is my Muse's softest theme : 
'Tis she that does my artful not«8 refine : 
WitK fair Aminta's name my noblest f erse si 



I'll twine fresh garlimds for Alexis' brows, 
And conaecrate to him eternal vows : 
The charming youth shall my Apollo prove : 
He shall adorn my songs, and tune my voice to love. 



AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING PASTORAL 

By Silvia if tliy charming self be meant ; 

If friendship be thy virgin vows' extent; 

O ! let me in Aminta's praises join : 

Hers my esteem shall he, my passion thine. 

"When for thy head the garland I prepare, 

A second wreath shall bind Aminta's hair ; 

And when my choicest songs tJiy worth proclaim, 

Alternate verse shall bless Aminta's name ; 

My heart shall own the justice of her cause, 

And Love himself submit to Friendship's laws. 

But, if beneath thy numbers' soft disguise. 
Some favour'd swain, some true Alexis lies ; 
If Amaryllis breathes thy secret pains. 
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And thy fond heart beats measure to thy strains, 
Mayst thou, howe'er I grieve, for erer find 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind : 
May Venus long exert her happy power, 
And make thy beauty, like tliy verse, endure ; 
May ev'ry god his friendly aid afford. 
Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres bless thy board. 

But, if by chance the series of thy joys 
Permit one thought less cheerful to arise. 
Piteous transfer it to the mournful swain, 
"Who loving much, who not helov'd again, 
Feels an ill-fated passion's last excess, 
And dies in woe, tliat tliou mayst live in peace. 



TO A LADY ; 



IN THE ARGOTI15NT. 
AN ODE. 

Spaee, gen'rous Victor, spare the slave, 
Who did unequal war pursue ; 

That more than triumph he might have. 
In being overcome by you. 

In the dispute whate'er I said. 

My heart was by my tongue belied ; 

And in my looks you might have read 
How much I argu'd on your side. 
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You, far fi\;ni danger as from fear, 
MigKt have sustain'd an open fight ; 

For seldom your opinions err ; 
Your eyes are always in the right. 

Why, fair one, would you not rely 

On Reason's force with Beauty's join'd ? 

Could I their prevalence deny, 
I must at once be deaf and blind. 

Alas ! not hoping to subdue, 

I only to the fight aspir'd : 
To keep the beauteous foe in view 

"Was all the glory I desir'd. 

But she, howe'er of vict'ry sure, 

Contemns the wreath too long detay'd ; 

And, arm'd with more immediate power, 
Calls cruel silence to her aid. 

Deeper to wound, she shuns the fight ; 

She drops her arms, to gain the field ; 
Secures her conquest by her flight, 

And triumphs, when she seems to yield. 

So when the Parthian turn'd his steed. 
And fi-om the hostile camp withdrew. 

With cruel skill the backward reed 
He sent ; and as he fled, lie slew. 
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BESraG THE DUKE OB ORMOND'S' PICTimE 
AT 3IR GODFRET KNELLEk'S. 



Oct from tte injur'd canvas, Kneller, strike 
These lines too faint : tlie picture is not like. 
ExaJt thy thought, and try thy toil agaia : 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen's "^ glorious plain 

1 Jamsa Duke of Ormond, eldest son of Thomas, Eatl of 
■ OsBory. He succeeded his grandfather in title and estate 
in the year 1688; was bred at Cbrial CIraroli in the Unirei^ 
Bity of Oxford, and after holding many considerable posts 
during Iha teigna of King William and Queen Anne, wae, 
in the be^ning of the reign of George the First, attainted 

popular measures of the last four yeais of Queen Anne'a 
reign. He died iu eiUa in the year 1745, in a very advanced 
age. 
a At the battle of Landen the Dnke of OnnODd wa* taken 

prisoner after his horse was shot under him, and he had re- 
ceived many wonnds. Mr. Dtydeu, in hia dedication pre- 
Bxed to his Fables in the year 1690, says, "Yet not to be 
wholly silent of all your charities, I mast stay a little on one 
aolion, which preferred the relief of others to the consider- 
ation of yourself. When, in the battle of Landen, your heat 
of courage (a fault only pardonable to your youth) had trans- 
ported you BO far before yoor friends, that they were unable 
lo follow, much less to snooour you; when yon were not 
only dangerously, but in all appearanc* mortally wounded, 
when in that desperate oondHion you were made prisoner, 
and carried to Namnr, at that time in possession of tlie 
French; then it was, iny Lord, that you fook a considerable 
part of what was remitted to you of your own revenues, and 



h/ Google 



60 THE rOEMS 

Place Ormond's duke : impendent in the air 
Let his keen sabre, comet-like, appear. 
Where'er it points, denouncing death: helow 
Draw routed squadrons, and the num'rous foe 
Falling heneath, or flying from Kis blow : 
Till weak with wounds, aiid cover'd o'er with blood, 
"Which from the patriot's breast in torrents fiow'd, 
He faints : his steed no longer feels the rein ; 



as a memorable iustanca of your heroic charity, put it into 
the hands of Count Guiscard, who was Governor of the place, 
to be distributed among your fallow-prisoners. The Frenc!] 
oonunander, charmed with the greatusss of your soul, accord- 
ingly oonsieued It to the nee for which it was intended 
by the donor: by which means the lives of so many mise- 
table man were saved, and a comfortable provision made 
for Iheic subsistence, who had otherwise perished, had not 
you been the companion of their misfortnue! or rather sent 
by Providence, like another Joseph, to keep out famine from 
invading those, whom in humility you called your brethren. 
How happy was it for those poor creatures, that your grace 
was made their iellow-suffarBT 1 and how glorious for you, 
that yon chose to want, rather than not relieve the wants of 
others 1 The heathen poet, in commending tha charity of 
Dido to tlie Trojans, spoke Uke a Christifln: Non tgnnra 
maS, iBiams mfcwi-ere (fiaco. All men, even those of a dif- 
ferent interest, and contrary principles, must praise this ac- 
tion, as She moat eminent for piety, not only hi this dege- 
Derate age, but ahnost in any of the former; when men were 
made de meSon hdo; when examples of charity were fre- 
quent, and when they ware in being, TetKrii«ilchenimaprok», 
magiKmrn heroet noli nielionbm annia. No envy can detract 
from this! " will shine in history; and, hke swans, grow 
whiter the longer it endures: and tha name of Ormond will 
be more celebrated in his captivity, than in his greatest tri- 
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But stumbles o'er the heap liis hand had slain. 
And now exhausted, bleeding, pale he lies; 
Lovely, sad object ! in his half-clos'd eyes 
Stern vengeance yet, and hostile terror stand : 
His front yet threatens ; and his frowns command : 
The Gallic chiefs tteir troops aromid him call ; 
Fear to approach him, though they see him falL 

Kneller, could thy shades and lights express 
The perfect hero in that glorious dress ; 
Ages to come might Ormond's picture know ; 
And palms for thee beneath his laurels grow : 
In spite of Time thy work might ever shine ; 
Nor Homer's colours last so long as thine. 



CELIA TO DAMON. 
Atque in amoro mala Iieso proprio, summaqna seoando 

What can I say, what arguments can prove 
My truth, what colours can describe my love ; 
If its excess and fury be not known. 
In what thy Celia has already done ? 

Thy infant flames, whilst yet they were conceal'd 
In tim'rous doubts, with pity I beheld ; 
"With easy smiles dispell'd the silent fear, 
That durst not tell me what I died to hear : 
In vain I strove Co check my growing flame, 
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Or shelter passion under frtendship's name i 
You saw my heart, how it my tongue belied; 
And when you press'd, how faintly I denied — 
Ere guardian thought eould hriiig its scatter'd 

Ere reason could support the doubting maid ; 
My soul surpris'd, and from herself disjoin'd, 
Left all reserve, and all the sex behind : 
From your command her motions she reeeiv'd ; 
And not for me, but you, she breath'd and liv'd. 

But ever blest be Cytherea's shrine, 
An d fires eternal o n her altars shine ; 
Since thy dear breast has felt an equal wound ; 
Since in thy kindness my desires are erown'd, 
By thy each look, and thought, and care, 'tis shown. 
Thy joys are conti'ed all in me alone ; 
And sure I am, tiou wouldst not change this hour 
For all the white ones Fate has in its power. — ■ 

Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to excess, 
Yet thus receiving and returning bliss, 
In this great moment, in this golden now, 
When every trace of what, or when, or how 
Should from my soul by raging love be torn, 
And far on swelhng seas of rapture borne ; 
A melancholy tear afflicts my eye ; 
And my heart labours with a sudden sigh : 
Invading fears repel my coward joy. 
And ills foreseen the present bliss destroy. 

Poor as it is, this Beauty was the cause. 
That with first sighs your panting bosom rose : 
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But snih no owner Beauty long will stay, 

TJpoQ the wings of Time borne swift away ; 

Pass but some fleeting years, and these poor eyes 

(Where now without a boast some lustre lies) 

No longer shall tieir little honours keep ; 

Shall only be of use to read, or weep : 

And on tills forehead, where your verse has said, 

The Loves delighted, and the Graces play'd, 

Insulting Age ivill trace his cruel way, 

And leave sad marks of his destructive sway. 

Mov'd by my charms, with them your love may 
cease, 
And as th e fuel sinks, theJaRiadecreasa-; 
Or angry Heav*!! may quiclier da,rts prepare^ 
And Sickness strike what Time awhile would spare. 
Then will my swaiu his glowing vows renew ; 
Then will Hb throbbing heart to mine beat true ; 
"When my own face deters me fi-om my glass ; 
And Knelier only shows what Celia was. 

Fantastic fame may sound her wild alarms : 
Tour country, as you think, may want your arms. 
You may neglect, or quench ^ or hate the Rams> 
Whose smoke too long obseut'd your rising name ; 
And quickly cold indifTrencc will ensue ; 
When you Love's joys through Honour's optic view. 

Then Celia's loudest prayer will prove too weak, 
To this ahandon'd breast to bring you back ; 
When my lost lover the tall ship ascends, 
With music gay, and wet with jovial friends : 
The tender accents of a woman's cry 
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Will pass unheard, will unregarded die ; 
When the rough seaman's louder shouts prevail ; 
When fair occasion shows the springing galg ; 
And Int'rest guides the helm ; and Honours swells 
the sail. 
Some wretched lines from this neglected hand 
May find my hero on the foreign strand, 
Warm with new^ fires, and pleas'd with new com- 



While she who wrote 'em, of all joy bereft, 
To the rude censure of the world is left ; 
Her mangled fame in barb'rous pastime lost. 
The coxcomb's novel, and the drunkard's toast. 

But nearer care (O pardon it !) supplies 
Sighs to my breast, and sorrow to my eyes. 
Love, Love himself (the only friend I have) 
May scorn his triumph, having bound his slave. 
That tyrant god, that restless conqueror 
May quit his pleasure, to assert his pow'r; 
Forsake the provinces that bless his sway, 
To vanquish those which will not yet obey. 

Another nymph with fatal power may rise, 
To damp the sinking beams of Celia's eyes ; 
With haughty pride may hear her charms confest. 
And scorn the ardent vowa that I have blest ; 
You ev'ry night may sigh for her in vain, 
And rise ea«h morning to some fi«sh disdain ; 
While Celia's softest look may cease to charm, 
And her embraces want the power to warm ; 
While these fond arms, thus drclingy ou, may prove 
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Moi-e heavy chains than those of hopeless love. 

Just gods ! all other things their like produce : 
TLe vine arises from her mother's juice : 
When feehle plants, or tender flowers decay, 
They to their seed their images convey : 
Where the old myrtle her good influence sheds, 
Sprigs of like leaf erect their filial heads : 
And when the parent-rose decays and dies. 
With a resemhling face the daughter-buds arise. 
That product only which our passions bear, 
Elades the planter's miserable care : 
^Vhile blooming Love assures us golden fruit, 
Some inborn poison taints the secret root : 
Soon fall the flowers of joy ; soon seeds of hatred 
shoot. 
Say, shepherd, say, are these reflections true ? 
Or was it but the woman's fear, that drew 
This cruel scene, unjust to Love and you ? 
Will you be only, and for ever mine ? 
Shall neither time, nor age our souls disjoin ? 
From this dear bosom shall I ne'er he torn ? 
Or yoii grow cold, respectful, and forsworn ? 
And can you not for her you love do more 
Than any youth for any nymph before ? 
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TO THE KING, ON HIS majesty's 

arrival in holland, al-tek the 
queen's death, mdcxcy.^ 

Quia desldedo Bit pudor ant modns 
Tarn can capitis? Ptiecipe logubres 
Cantus, Malporaene. 

At Mary's tomb, (sad, sacred place !) 
The virtues shall their vigils keep : 

And every muse, and every grace 
In solemn state shall ever weep. 

The future, pious, mournful fair, 

Oft as tlie rolling years return. 
With fragrant wreaths, and tlowing hair, 

Shall visit her distinguiah'd um. 

For her the wise and great shall mourn ; 

"When late records her deeds repeat ; 
Ages to come, and men unborn 

Shall bless her name, and sigh her fate. 

Fair Albion shall, with faithful trust, 
Her holy Queen's sad reliques guai-d, 

Till Heav'n awakes the precious dust. 
And gives tlie saint her fuH reward. 

1 Queen Maiy died on the 28th December, 1694, in the 
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But let tlie king dismiss his woes, 

Reflecting on his fair renown ; 
And talse the cypress from his brows, 

To put his wonted laurels on. 

If press'd hy grief our monarch stoops ; 

In vain the Eritiali lions roar ; 
If he, whose iiand susfain'd them, droops, 

The Belgic darta will wound no more. 

Embattled princes wait the chief. 

Whose voice should rule, whose arm should lead ; 
And, in kind murmurs, chide that grie^ 

Which hinders Europe being freed. 

The great example they demand, 
Who still lo conquest led the way ; 

Wishing him present to command, 
As they stand ready to obey. 

They seek that joy, which used to glow, 

Expanded on the hero's lace ; 
When tlie thick squadrons press'd the foe, 

And William led the glorious chace. 

To give the mourning nations joy, 

Restore them thy auspicious light, 
Great sun : with radiant beams destroy 

Those clouds, which keep thee from our sight. 
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Let thy sublime meridian course 
For Mary's setting rays atone ; 

Our lustre with redoubled force 
Must now proceed from thee alone. 

See, pious King, with diff'rent strife 
Thy struggling Albion's bosom torn : 

So much she fears for William's life, 
That Mary's fate she dares not mourn. 

Her beauty, in thy softer half 

Buried and lost, she ought to grieve : 

But let her strength in thee be safe : 
And let her weep ; but let her Kve. 

Thou, guardian angel, save the !aad 
From thy own grief, her fiercest foe : 

Lest Britain, rescued by thy hand, 

Should bend and sink beneatli tiiy woe, 

Her former triumphs all are vain, 
Unless new trophies still be sought. 

And hoary majesty sustain 

The battles, which thy youth has fought. 

Where now is all that fearful love. 

Which made her hate the war's alarms? 

That soft excess, with which she strove 
To keep her hero in her arms ? 
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While still she chid the commg sprmg, 
Which call'd him o'er his suhject seas ! 

While, for the safety of the king, 
She wish'd the victor's glory less. 

'Tia chang'd ; 'tis gone : sad Britain now 
Hastens her lord to foreign wars : 

Happy, if toils may breat his woe, 
Or danger may divert his cares. 

In martial din she drowns her sighs, 
Lest he tlie rising grief should hear ; 

She puha her helmet o'er her eyes. 
Lest he should see the falling tear. 

Go, mighty prince, let Prance be taught. 
How constant minds by grief are tried ; 

How great the land, that wept and fought, 
When William led, and Mary died. 

Fierce m the battle make it knowa, 
Where death with all hia darts is seen, 

That he can touch thy heart with none. 
But that which struck the beauteous queen. 

Belgia indulg'd her open grief, 

While yet her master was not near; 

With sullen pride refus'd relief, 
And sat obdurate in despair. 
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As waters from their sluices, flow'd 
Unbounded sorrow from her eyes : 

To earth her hended front she bow'd, 
And sent her wailings to the skies. 

But when her anxious lord retum'd, 
Eais'd is her head, her eyes are dried ; 

She smiles, as William ne'er had moum'd ; 
She looks, aa Mary ne'er had died. 

That freedom which all sorrows claim, 
She does for thy content resign : 

Her piety itself would hlarae, 

K her regrets should waken thine. 

To cure thy woe, she shows thy fame ; 

Lest the great mourner should forget, 
That all the race, whence Oi-ange came, 

Made Virtue triumph over Fat*. 

WiUiam his country's cause could flght, 
And with his hlood her freedom seal : 

Maurice and Henry guard that right, 
For which their pious parents feU. 

How heroes rise, how patriots set, 

Thy father's bloom and death may tell : 

Escelling others these were great : 
Thou, greater still, must these excel. 
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The last fair insfance thou must give, 
Whence Nassau's virtue can be triedj 

And shew the world, that thou canst live, 
Intrepid, as thy consort died. 

Thy viitue, whose resistless force 

No dire event could ever stay, 
Must carry on its destin'd course, 

Though Death and Envy stop the way. 

For Britain's sate, for Belgia's, live ; 

Pierc'd by their grief forget thy own ; 
New toils endure ; new conquest give ; 

And brmg them ease, though thou hast none. 

Vanquish again ; though she he gone, 
Whose garland crown'd the victor's hair; 

And reign, though she has left the throne, 
Who made thy glory worth thy care. 

Fair Britain never yet before 

Breath'd to her king a useless pray'r: 

Fond Belgia never did implore. 

While William tum'd averse his ear. 

But should the weeping hero now 
Relentless to their wishes prove ; 

Should he recall, with pleasing woe^ 
The object of his grief and love ; 
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Her face with tUousEmd beauties blest, 
Her mind with thousand virtues stor'd, 

Her power with boundless joy confest, 
Her person only not ador'd ; 

Yet ought his sorrow to be check'd ; 

Tet ought his passions to abate ; 
K the great mourner would reflect, 

Her glory in her death complete. 

She was instructed to command, 
Great king, by long obeying thee : 

Her sceptre, guided by thy hand, 
Preserv'd the isles, and rul'd the sea. 

But ohl 'twaa little, that her life 

O'er earth and wa1«r hears thy fame ; 

In death, 'twas worthy William's wife, 
Amidst the stars to fix his name. 

Beyond where matter moves, or place 
Eeceives its forma, thy virtues roll: 

From Mary's glory, angels trace 
The beauty of her partner's soul. 

Wise Fate, which does its Heav'n decree 
To heroes, when they yield their breath 

Hastens thy triumph. Half of thee 
Is deified before thy death. 
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Aloue fo thy renown 'tis giv'n, 
. Unbounded through all worlds to go : 
While she, great saint, rejoices Heav'n ; 
And thou sustain'at the orb below, 



IN IMITATIOK or AJ.'ACREON. 



Let 'em censure : what care I ? 
The herd of critics I defy. 
Let the wretches know, I write, 
Eegardleas of their grace, or spite. 
No, no ; the fair, the gay, the young 
Glovern the numbers of my song. 
All that tliey approve is sweet, 
And all is sense that they repeat. 
Bid the warbling Nine retire : 
Venus, string thy serpant's lyre : 
Love shall be my endless theme : 
Pleasure shall triumph over Fame : 
And when these maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine : 
May I grasp at empty praise ; 
And lose the nymph, to gain the buys. 



h/ Google 



; FOEIIS OP PKIOK. 



The merchaiit,_lo secure^is ti'easwre, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name: 

Euphelia serves to grace my mcasni-e ; 
But Clue is my real flame. 

My softest verse, my darling lyre, 

Upon Euplielia's toilet lay ; 
"Wlien Cloe noted her desire, 

That I should sing, that I shouH play. 

My lyre'I tune, my voice I raise,; 

But with my numbers mix my sighs : 
And whilst I sing Enphella's praise, 

I fix my soul on Cloe's eyes. 

Fair Goe blusL'd : Euphelia frown'd : 
I sung and gaz'd : I play'd and trembled 

And Venus to the Loves around 

Eemark'd, how ill we ail dissembled. 
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ODE SUE LA PRISE DE NAMUR, 

4.K LES AUMKS DU KOY, l'aNNEB MDCXCII. P- 
MONSIEUE BOILKATJ DESPHEATJX. 



AN EKGLISH BALLAD, 

E TAKING OF NAMUK, BY THE Kl 
GUEAT BBITAIS, MDCXOV. 
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ODE 
SUK LA PEISE DE NAMUR, PAR LES ARME3 DU 
EOT, 1,'aNNEE MDCSCIl. PAR MONSIEUR 
BOILHAt 



Quelle docte et sainte yvresse 
Aujourd'huy me fait la loy ? 
Chastes nymphes du Pei-messe, 
West-ce pas voua que je voy ? 
Accourez, troupe sfavante ; 
Des sons que ma lyre en&nt« 
Cea arbrea soat r^iouia : 
Mai'quez en bien la cadence : 
Et vous, Tents, faites silence ; 
Je vais parler de Louis. 

Dans ses diansons immortelles, 
Comme un dgle audacieux, 
Pindare ^t«ndaut ses aisles, 
Fuit loin des vulgaires yeux. 
Mais, 6 ma fiddle lyre, 
Si, dans I'ardeur qui m'inspire, 
Tu peux suivre mes transports ; 
liCa cheanes des mouts de Thrace 
Ifont rien oiii, que n'efface 
La douceur de tes accords. 
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AN ENGLISH BALLAD 

ON THE TAKING OF NAMDR BT THE KIKG OF 

GKEAT BRITAIN, MDCKCV. 

Dulceeatdesipere In looo.i 

Some folks are drunk, yet do not know it : 

So might not Bacchus give you law ? 
Was it a Muse, lofty Poet, 

Or virgin of St. Cyr, you saw ? 
Why all thia fury ? What's the matter, 

That oaks must come from Thrace to dance ? 
Must stupid stocks be faifght to flatter ? 

Aad is there no such wood in Fi'ance ? 
Why must the winds all hold their tongue ? 

If they a little breath should raise, 
Would that have spoii'd the Poet's song, 

Or puffd away the monarch's praise ? 

Pindar, that eagle, mounts the skies; 

While Virtue leads the noble way : 
Too like a vulture Boileau flies, 

Where sordid Int'rest shows the prey. 
When once the Poet's honour ceases, 

Prom reason far his transports rove 
And EoUeau, for eight hundred pieces, 

Makes Louis take the wall of Jove. 

1 This ballad received great alforations after tho first edi 
tioHofit. The taking of Kamur by the French in tte year 
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Est-ce Apollon et Neptune, 
Qui sur ees roca sourcilleux 
Out, compagnons de fortune, 
Basti cea murs orgueiUeux ? 
De leur enceinte fameuae 
La Sambre unie a la Meuae, 
Defend le fatal abord ; 
Et par cent bouclies horribles 
L'airain sur ees monts terriblea 
Vomit k fer, et la mort, 

Dis mille vaillans Alcides 
Les bordant de toutes parts, 
D'eclairs au loin homicides 
Font petiller, leura remparta : 
Et cfans sons sein infidele 
Par toute la terre j recfile 
Tin feu prest k s'elancer. 
Qui soudain perjant son goufre, 
Ouvre un sepulchre de soufre, 
A quiconque ose avancer 

Namur, devant tes mumlles 
Jadis la Grece eust vmgt ina 

1B92, and the retaking it bylha Engli.li in the year 1896, 
were considered by enoh nation as erents ivhich conliibntsd 
to raiBB Ihe honour and reputation of tlie respective liing- 
doniB. Both sieges were carried on by the ritci monarcha 
in person, and the success of each ivaa oelebrtited by the best 
wiitera of the times. It may bo doubted whether thei-e ever 
was a burlesque mora agreeably or happily exBOuled than 
this by our escelient countryman. 
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OF riiioR. 79 

NGptune aniJ Sol came from above, 

Sliap'd like Megrigny and the Vauban : '■ 
They arin'd tbese rocks ; then sbow'd old Jove 

Of Mp.rii wood tbe wondrous plan. 
Such walls, these three wise gods agreed, 

By human force could ne'er be shaken : 
But you and I in Homer read 

Of gods, as well as men, mistaken. 
Sambre and Maeae their waves may join ; 

But ne'er can WOliam's force restrain ; 
He'll pass them both, who pass'd the Boyne : * 

Remember this and arm the Seine. 

Full fifteen thousand lusty fellows 

With fire and sword the fort maintain ; 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us, 

Xet out they march'd like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines below, 

Did death and tombs for foes conti-ive : 
Yet matters have been oi-der'd so, 

That m9st of us are still alive. 

If Namur be compar'd to Troy ; 

Then Britain's boys exceU'd the Greeks : 



2 In the year 1890, notwithstnnding numberless diificnltiea, 
is famous passage of the river biDUKht on a general engsge- 
Biit, whict entirely destroyed fhe power of King Jiunea, 
d put an end to every hope of success, whiob he had before 
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Sans fruit veu les funermlles 
r»e sea plus fiers combatfans. 
Quelle effroyable Puissance 
Aujourd'huy pourtant s'avance, 
Preste k foudroyer tes monla ? 
Quel bruit, quel feu renviporine ? 
Cest Jupiter en peraonne ; 
Ou e'est le vainqueur de Mens. 

N'en doute point : c'est luy-mesm 
Tout brille en luy ; tout est roy. 
Dans Bruselles Nassau bl4me 
Commence ^ trembler pour toy. 
En vain il voit !e Batare, 
Desormais docile EsclaYC, 
JEtang^ sous ses etendaj^ : 
En vain au Lion Belgique 
II voit I'aigle Genuanique 
Uni sous les leopards. 

Plain de la frayeur nouYcUe, 
Dont ses sens sont agit^s, 

Les peupies les plus vautez. 
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Their siege did ten long years employ ; 

"We've done our bus'ness in ten weeks. 
What godhead does so fast advance, 

With di-eadful power tliose hills to gmn ? 
'Tls little "Will, the scoiu^e of France; 

No godhead, but the first of men. 
llis mortal arm exerts the power 

To keep ev'n Mons's victor under : ' 
And that same Jupiter no more 

Shall fright the world with impious thunder. 

Our king thus tremblea at Namur, 

Whilst VilLeroy, who ne'er afraid js,^ 
To BruxeUes marches on secure, 

To bomb the monks and scare the ladies. 
After this glorious expedition, 

One battle makes the marshal great : 
lie must perform the king's commission: 

Who knows, but Orange may retreat? 
Kings are aUow'd to feign the gout, 

Or be prevail'd with not to fight: 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt, 

That William would preserve that right 

From Seine and Loire, to Rhone and Po, 

See ev'ry mother's son appear : 
In such a case ne'er blame a foe. 

If he betrays some little fear. 
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THE P0EM3 

Ceux lEi viennent du rivage, 
Oil a'enorgueillit le T^e 
De Tor, qui roule en ees eaux ; 
Ceux-ci dea champs, ou la neige 
Des marais de !a Norvege 
Heuf moi3 couvre les n 



Mais qui fait enfler ]a Sambre ? 
Sous les Jumeaus effray^z, 
Des froids torrens de Dec«mbre 
Les champs par tout sont noyez. 
C^res s'enftiit, eplor^e 
De voir en proye it Bor^e 
Sea guerets d'epica charge z, 
Et sous les urns fangeuses 

Tous BCs tr^sors suhmergea. 

Deployez toutes vos rages, 
Princes, vents, peuples, fiimats ; 
Eamaaaez tous vos nuagea ; 
Eassemblez toua voa soldats. 
Malgr^ voua Namur en poudre 
S'en va tomber sous la foudre 



s and bombacded that tcnm. 
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He comes, the mighty Villeroy comes ; 

Finds a small river in his way ; 
So waves his coloura, beat's his drums, 

And thinks it prudent there to stay. 
The Gallic ti'oops breathe blood and war ; 

The Mai-shal caxes not to march faster ; 
Poor Villeroy moves so slowly here, 

We fancied all, it was his master. 

Will no kind flood, no friendly rain 

Disguise the marshal's plain disgrace : 
Ko torrents sweD the low Mehayne ? 

The world will say, he durst not pass. 
Why will no Hyades appear. 

Dear Poet, on the banks of Sambre ? 
Just as they did that mighty year, 

When you turn'd June into December. 
The water-nymphs are too imkind 

To Villeroy ; are the land-nymphs so ? 
And fly they all, at once combin'd 

To sharae a general, and a beau? 

Truth, Justice, Sense, Religion, Fame, 

May join to finish William's story : 
Nations set free may bless his name j 

And France in secret own his glory. 
But Tpres, Maestricht, and Cambray, 

BesanfOH, Ghent, St. Omers, Lisle, 
Courtray, and Dole — ye critics, say, 

How poor to this was Pindar's style I 
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Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Grand la superbe Espagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bezaii90ii, Dole, 
Ypres, Masti-icht, et Cambray. 

Mes presages s'a«complissent : 
II commence k chanceler : 
Sous les coups qui retentissent 
Ses murs s'en vont s'^crouler. 
Mars en feu qui les domine, 
Souffle JL grand brait leur mine, 
Et les bombes dans les airs 
AUant cbercher le tonnerre 
Sembleut tombaat sur la terre, 
Vouloir s'ouvrir les enfers. 

Accourea, Nassau, Bavi^re, 
De ces murs I'unique espoir : 
A coupert d'une riviere 
Venez : vous pouvez tout voir. 
Considerea ces apprwjhes : 
Voyez grimper sur ces roches 
Ces athletes belliqueus ; 
Et dais les eaux, dans la Hame, 
Louis i tout donnant I'ame, 
Marcher, courir, aiec oux. 
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With ekes and alsos fack thy strain. 

Great bard ; and sing the d atlile=ia prince, 

^Tio lost Namur the same camp go 

He hought Dismuyd and [1 df d Deynse. 

rOhoM ten pound my di earn 1 out 

I'd tell it you, but foi the rattle 
Of those confounded drums ; no doubt 

Yon bloody rogues intend a battle. 
Dear me ! a hundred thousand French 

With terror fill the neighb'ring field: 
Wliile William cames on the trench. 

Till both the town and caatle yield. 
Villeroy to Boufflers should advance, 

Soys Mars, through cannons' mouths in fire ; 
Id est, one mareschal of France 

Tells t'other, he caa come no nigher. 

Regain the lines the shortest way, 

Vilieroy i or to Versailles take post ; 
For, having seen it, thou canst say 

The steps, by which Namur was lost. 
The smoke and flame may vex thy sight ; 

Look not once hack ; but as thou goest^ 
Quicken the squadrons in their flight, 

And bid the d — I take the slowest. 
Think not what reason to produce. 

From Louis (o conceal thy fear ; 
He'll own the strength of thy excuse; 

Tell him that William was but there. 



h/ Google 



Cont«mplea dans ia tempeste, 
Qui sort de ces boulevars, 
La plume qui sur sa teste 
Attire tons les regards. 
A cet astre redoubtable 
Toujours un sort favorable 
8'ftttacbe dans les combats : 
Et toujours avec la gloire 
Mara amenant la Victoire 
Vole, et le suit k grands pas. 

Grauda d^fenseura de I'Espagne, 
Montrez-vous : il en est temps : 
Courage ; vers la Mabagne 
Voiltl Yos drapeaux flottana. 
Jamaia aes ondea craintives 
N'ont veu sur leura foiblea rivea 
Taut de guerriers s'amasser. 
Courez done : qui vous retarde ? 
Tout I'univers vous regarde. 
N'osez-vous !a traverser ? 

Loin de fermer le passage 
A vos nombreux bataillona, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Eecvd^ ses pavilions. 
Quoy ? leur seul aspect vous glace ? 
Ou sont ces chefs pleins d'audace, 
Jadis si prompta k marcher, 
Qui devoient de la Tamise, 
Et de la Dr&ve aoumise, 
Jusqu'i Paris nous cbercher ? 
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OF ritiOK. 

Now let lis look for Louis' feather, 
That us'd f o shine so lilte a star : 

The gen'rals could not get together, 
Wanting that influence, great in war, 

Poet ! tliou haSst been discreeter. 
Hanging the' monarch's hat so higli ; 

1 f thou hadst dubh'd thy star a meteor. 

That did but hiaze, and I'ove, and die. 

To animate the doubtful fight, 

Namur in vain expects that ray : 
In vain France hopes, the sickly light 

Should shine near William's fuller day ; 
It knows Versailles, its proper station ! 

Nor cares for any foreign sphere : 
Where you see Boileau's constellation, 

Be sure no danger can be near, 

The French had gather'd all their force ; 

And William met them in their way t 
Tet off they brush'd, both foot and horse. 

What has friend Boileau left to say ? 
When his high Muse is bent upon't, 

To sing her king — that great commander, 
Or on the shores of Hellespont, 

Or in the valleys near Scamander ; 
Would it not spoil his noble task. 

If any foolish Phrygian there is 
Impertinent enough to ask, 

How far Namur may be from Paris. 

VOL. I. 10 
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Cependant I'effroy reiioublc 
Sur les remparts de Namur ; 
Son gouverneuT qui ae trouble 
S'enfuit sous son dernier mur. 
D&ja jusques ^ ses portes 
Je voy monter uos coliortes, 
La flame et !e fer en main : 
Et sur les monceaux de piques, 
De corps morts, de rocs, de briques, 
S'ouvrir un large chemin. 

C'en est fait. Je viens d'entendre 
Sur ces rocliers eperdus 
Battre un signal pour se rendre : 
Le feu cesse. lis sont rendus. 
D^pouillez votre arrogance, 
Fiers ennemis de la France, 
Et desormais gra«ieux, 
Allez k Liege, a Brnselles, 
Porter les humbles nouvellea 
De Namur pris a vos yeux. 
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OF PRIOR. 89 

Tito stanzas more before we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, anus, bricks, and fire; 
Leave tiiem behind you, honest friend; 

And with your countrymen retire. 
Your ode is spoilt; Namur is freed; 

For Dismuyd something yet is duo ; 
So good Count Guiscard may proceed;^ 

But Boufflers, Sir, one word with you — 

'Tis done. In sight of these commanders, 

Who neitlier fight, nor raise the siege. 
The foes of France march safe through Flanders ; 

Divide to Bmxelles, or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Boufflei's may new honours gain ; 
He the same play by land has shown, 

As Tourville did upon the main.^ 
Yet is the marahaJ made a peer I 

"William, may thy arms advance ; 
That he may lose Dinant next yeai', 

And so be constable of France. 

' Oornit Guiscnrd was commander of the ttin'n of Naranr. 
Slai'sbol Bonfflem's of the ciistle there. 

2 M. de Tourville was commander of the French squadron 
vrhich engaged Admiral RubbbU in 1892, off La Hogas. 
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THE FOEMS 



PRESENTED TO THE KING, 

C HIS AKKIVAI, IN HOLLAND, AFTER THE DJ 
COVERY OP THE CONSPIEACT,' MDCXCVI. 



Tb carefiil HJigels, whom eternal Fate 
Ordain3,on earth and human acls to wait ; 
Who turn with eeci'et power this restless bail, 
And bid predestin'd empires rise and fall : 
Your sacred aid religious monarchs own, 
When first they merit, then ascend the throne: 
But tyrants dread ye, lest your jnst decree 
Transfer the power, and set the people free. 
See reseu'd Britain at your altars bow; 
And hear her hymns your happy care avow: 
That still her axes and her rods support 
The judge's frown, and grace the awful court; 
That Law with aU her pompous terror stands, 
To wrest the da^er from the traitor's hands ; 
And rigid justice reads the fatal word, 
Poises the balance first, then draws the aword. 

J This cons 
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OF paiOK. 91 

Britain her safety to your guidance owna, 
Tliat she can aep'rate paiTicides from sons ; 
That, impious vag^ disana'd, she lives and reigns, 
Her freedom kept hy him, who broke her chains, 

And thou, great minister, above the rest 
Of guardian spirits, he tkou for ever hlest ; 
Thou, who of old wert sent to Israel's court, 
With secret ^d great David's strong support; 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
And strike the useless javelin to the wall. 
Thy later care o'er William's temples held. 
On Boyne's propitious banks, the heav'nly shield; 
When power divine did sovereign right declare. 
And cannons mark'd whom they were bid to spare. 

Still, blessed angel, be thy care the same ! 
Be William's life untoueh'd, as is his fame! 
let him own thine, as Britain owns his hand : 
Save thou the king, as he has sav'd the land ! 
We angels' forms in pious monai-chs view ; 
We reverence Wilham ; for he acts like you ; 
Like you, commission'd to chastise and bless, 
He must avenge the world, and give it peace. 
Indulgent Fate our potent prayer receives; 
And stih Britannia smiles, and William lives, 
The hero dear to earth, by heaVn belov'd. 
By troubles must be vex'd, by dangers prov'd: 
His foes must aid to make his fame complete. 
And fix his throne secure on their defeat 

So, though with sudden rage the tempest comes; 
Though the winds roar, and though the water foams, 
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Imperial Britain on the sea looks down, 
And smiling sees her rebel aubjeet frown : 
Striking her cliff, the storm confirms her pow'r ; 
The waves but whiten her triumphant shore : 
In vam they would advance, in vain retreat : 
Broken they dash, and perish at her feet. 

For WUliam slill new wonders shall he shown : 
The powers that rescued, shaU preserve the throne. 
Safe on his darling Britain's joyful sea, 
Behold, the monarch ploughs his liquid way : 
His fleets in thunder through the world declare. 
Whose empire they obey, whose arms they bear. 
Bless'd by aspiring winds, he finds the strand 
Blacken'd with clouds ; he sees tie nations stand 
Blessing his safety, proud of his command. 
In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their great leader's praise; by turns they tell, 
And listen, each with emulous glory fir'd, 
How William conquer'd, and how France retir'di 
How Eelgia, freed, the hero's arm confess'd, 
But trembled for the courage which she bless'd. 

O Louis, from this great example know. 
To be at once a hero and a foe : 
By sounding trumpets, hear, and ratthng drums, 
When William to the open vengeance comes; 
And see the soldier plead the monarch's right, 
Heading his troops, and foremost in the fight. 

Hence then, close Ambush and pei-fldious War, 
Down to your native seata of Night repab. 
And thou, Bcllona, weep thy cruel pride 
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Restrain'd, behind the victor's chaHot tied 

In brazen knots, and everlasting ch^ns, 

(So Europe's peace, so William's fate ordains). 

While on the ivory chair, in happy state. 

He sits, secure in innocence, aud great 

In regal clemency ; and views beneath 

Averted darts of rage, and pointless arms of death. 



TO CLOE WEEPING. 

See, whilst thou weep'st, fair Cloe, see 
The world in sympathy with thee. 
The cheerful birds no longer sing ; 
Each droops his head, and hangs his wing. 
The clouds have bent their bosom lower. 
And shed Iheir sorrows in a shower. 
The brooks beyond their limits flow ; 
And louder murmurs speak their woe. 
The nymphs and swains adopt thy cares ; 
They heave thy sighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantastic nymph ! that grief should move 
Thy heart obdurate against Love. 
Strange tears ! whose power can soften all. 
But that dear breast on whicli they fall. 
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TO MR. HOWAED.l AN ODE. 

Dr.AK Howard, from the soft assaults of Love, 
Poeta and painters never are seeure ; 

Can I untouch'd the fair one's passions move? 
Or thou draw beauty, and not feel its power? 

1 " Hngh Howtird, better known hj tlieae beautiful versea 
to Mm, iliiin by his own worts, was son of Ralph Howard, 
doctor of pliysio, and was bora in Dublin, Febraaiy T, 1676. 
HIb fofliar baing driTon from Ireland by tha troubles that fol- 
lowed the Revolution, broughi the lad to England, who dis- 
corering a disposition to tlio arts and Belles Lettrea, was Eeat 
to travel in 16flTi and, in his way to Italy, passed throngli 
Holland in the trahi of Thomas, Enrl of Fembrote, one of the 
plenipotenHiiries at the treaty of Kjawiok. Mr. Howard pro- 
ceeded as be had intended, and having visited France and 
Italy, returned home m October, 1700, 

" Some years he passed in Dublin ; the greatest and latter 
part of Ma life he spent entirely in England, practising 
painting, at least nith applause ; but liaving ingratiated him- 
self by bis fame and Imowledge of lands with men of the 
first rank, particularly the Duke of Devonshire and Lord 
Pembroke, and by a parsimonious management of his good 
fortune, and of what he reeeived with his wife, he was 
envied to quit the prastlcfd part of his profession for the last 
twenty yems of his life ; the former peer having obtained for 
him the posts of Keeper of the State Papers, and Paymaster 
of his Msjesty's Palaces. In this pleasing situation he 
unused himself with forming a large collection of printa. 
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OP PKioB. 95 

To great Apelles whea young Ammon brought' 
The darling idol of his captive heart; 

And the pleas'd nymph ivith kind attention sal,. 
To have her charms recorded by his art ; 

The am'rous master own'd her potent eyes ; 

Sigh'd when he iook'd, and trembled as he drew j 
Each flowing line coufirm'd his first surprise, 

And as the piece advanc'd, the passion grew. 

While Philip's son, while Venua' son was near, 
What different tortures does his bosom feel I 

Great was the rival, and the god severe : 
Nor could he hide his flame, nor durst reveal. 

The prince, i-enoivn'd in bounty as in arms. 
With pity saw the ill-conceal'd distress ; 

Quitted Ms title to Campaspe's charms. 

And gave the fair one to the friend's embrace. 



books, and modala, whicli at his dentli" {Miircli2T, 1737), he 
bequSHthed to his only brother Bobert Howard, Bishop of 
Elphin, n-ho tnuiBported them to L-eliuid. 

"Mr. Howard's pictnro vaa drawn by Dahl, vary Jike, 
and pnb]ished in mezzotinto abont a year before hie death, 
Ihiwnrd himself atohed from a drawing of Carlo Harati, a 
head of Padra ReBta, the collector, with his speotaolsa on, 
turning orer a large book of drawings." 

1 See Pliny's Natural History, B. 35. C. 10. 
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Thus the more beauteous Cloe sat to thee. 
Good Howard, emulous of the Grecian art ; 

But happy thou, from Cupid's arrow free, 

Andtiames that pierc'd thy predecessor's heart. 

Had thy poor breast receiv'd an equal pain ; 

Had I been vested with the monarch's power ; 
Thou must have sigh'd, unlucky youth, in v^ ; 

Nor from my bounty hadst thou found a cure. 

Though t() convince thee, that the friend did feel 
A kmd concern for thy ill-fated care, 

.1 would have sooth'd the flame I could not heal ; 
Giv'n thee the world, though I withheld the fair. 



LOVE DISAEMF.D. 

Beneath a myrtle's vei-dant shade 
As Cloe half asleep was laid, 
Cupid perch'd lightly on her breast. 
And in that heav'n desir'd to rest: 
Over her paps his wings he spread : 
Between he found a downy bed, 
And nestled in his little head- 
Still lay the god : the nymph surpris'd, 
Tet mistress of herself, devis'd 
How she the vagrant might enthral, 
And captive him, who captives all. 
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Her bodi<* half-way she uiila«'d ; 
About his arms she slily cast 
The silken bond, and held him fast. 

The god awak'd ; and thrice in vain 
Ho strove to break the cruel chain ; 
And thrice in vain he sjiook his wing, 
Incumber'd in the silkea string. 

Flutt'ring the god, and weeping said, 
Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 
Who happen'd, being blind, to stray, 
And on thy bosom lost his way ; 
Who stray'd, alas ! but knew too well, 
He never there must hope to dwell : 
Set an unliappy pris'ner free. 
Who ne'er intended harm to thee. 

To me pertains not, she replies. 
To know or care where Cupid flies ; 
What are his haunts, or which his way ; 
Where he would dwell, or whither stray : 
Yet will I never set thee free : 
For harm was meant, and harm to me. 

V^n fears that vex thy virgin heart ! 
Ill give thee up my bow and dart ; 
Untangle but this cruel chain, 
And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : secure my virgio heart : 
lustaat give up thy bow and dart ; 
The chain I'll in return untie ; 
And freely thou, again shalt fly. 
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Thas she the captive did deliver; 
The captive tJius gave up his quiver. 
The god disarm'd, e'er since that day 
Passes his Kfe in harmless play : 
Flies round, or sits upon her breast, 
A little, fluttering, idle guest. 

E'er since that day the beant«oua maid 

Governs the world in Cupid's stead ; 

Dbecta his arrow as she wills ; 

Gives grief, or pleasure ; spares, or kills. 



CLOE HUNTING. 

Behinb her neck her comely tresses tied. 

Her ivoiy quiver graceful hy her side, 

A-hunting Qoe went : she lost her way, 

And through the woods uncertiun chanc'd to stray. 

Apollo passing by beheld the maids 

And, Sister, dear, bright Cynthia, tiiro, he said: 

The hunted bind hes close in yonder brake. 

Loud Cupid hiugh'd, to see the god's mistake ; 

And laughing, cried. Learn better, great divine. 

To know thy kmdred, and to honour mine. 

lUghtly advis'd, far hence thy aster seek, 

Or on Meandei's bank, or Latmus' peak. 

But in this njmpb, my friend, my sister know : 

She draws my arrows, and she hends my bow : 
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Fair Thames she liaunts, and every ncighb'rinj 

Sacred to soft recess, and gentle Ioys. 

Go, with, thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed spear 

At the rough boaj, or chase tie flying deer : 

I and my Cloe take a nobler aim : 

At human hearts we fling, nor ever miss the gan 



CUPID AND GANYilBDB. 

In Heaven, one holiday, you read 
In wise Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedless Cupid in, to throw 
A main, to pass an hour, or so. 
The little Trojan, by the way, 
By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. 

The god unhappUy engag'd, 
By nature raah, by play enrag'd, 
Complain'd, and sigh'd, and cried, and fretted ; 
Lost every earthly thing he betted ; 
In ready -money, all the store 
Pick'd up long since ivora Danae's shower ; 
A snuff-box, set with bleeding hearts. 
Rubies, all pierc'd with diamond darts ; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood 
(The tree in Ida's forest stood) ; 
His bowl pure gold, the very same 
Which Paris gave the Cyprian dame ; 



h/ Google 



100 THE rOEMS 

Two fable-books in ahagreen covers, 
Fill'd with good verse from real lovers ; 
Merdiandise rare ! a billet-doux, 
Ita matter passionate, yet true ; 
Heaps of hair rings, and dpher'd seals ; 
Kich trifles ; serious bagatelles. 

What sad disorders play begets ! 
Desperate and mad, at length he sets 
Those darts, whose points make gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his power : 
Those darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Arise ; those darts — Come, seven's the main. 
Cries Ganymede : the usual trick : 
Seven, slur a six ; eleven, a nick. 

Ill sews goes fast : 'twas quickly known, 
That simple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter than lightning Venus flew : 
Too late she found the thing too true. 
Guess how the goddess greels her son : 
Come hither, sirrah : no, begone ; 
And, hark ye, is it so indeed ? 
A comrade you for Ganymede ? 
An imp as wicked, for his age. 
As any earthly lady's page ; 
A scandal and a scourge to Troy ; 
A prince's son ! a blackguard boy ; 
A. sharper, that with box and dice 
Draws in young deities to vice. 
All Heaven is by the eai-s together. 
Since first tliat Uttle rogue came hither : 
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Juno herself haa Lad no peace : 
And truly I've been favour'd less : 
For Jove, as Fame reports (but Fame 
Suys things not fit for me to name), 
Has acted ill for such a god, 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

A lid thou, unhappy child, she said, 
(Her anger by her grief allay 'd,) 
Unhappy child, who thus hast lost 
All the estate we e'er could boast ; 
Whither, whither wilt thou run, 
Thy name despis'd, thy weakness known ? 
Nor shall thy shrine on earth be ci'own'd ; 
Nor shall thy power in Heaven be own'd ; 
Wlien thou, nor man, nor god canst wound. 

Obedient Cupid kneeling cried. 
Cease, dearest mother, cease to chide ; 
Gany's a cheat, and I'm a bubble ; 
Yet why this great exc«ss of trouble? 
The dice were false : the darts are gone : 
Yet how ai'e you or I undone ? 

The loss of these I can supply 
With keener shafis from Cioe's eye : 
Fear not, we e'er can be diagrac'd. 
While that bright magazine shall last : 
Your crowded altars stiD shall smoke j 
And man your friendly aid invoke : 
Jove shall again revere your power, 
And rise a swan, or fall a shower. 
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CUPID MISTAKEN. 



As after noon, one summer's day, 
Venus stood bathing in the river, 

Cupid a-shootiog went that way, 

Hew strung his bow, new flll'd his quiver. 

With skill he chose his sharpest dart. 
With all his might his bow he drew ; 

Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too weH-guided wtow flew. 

I faint! I die! the goddess cried ; 

cruel, couldst thou find none other. 
To wrecli thy spleen on ? Panidde ! 

Like Nero, thou liast slain thy mother. 

Poor Cupid sobbing scarce could speak ; 

Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas ! how easy my mistake ; 

1 took you for your likeness Cloe. 
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VENUS MISTAKEN. 

When Cloe's picture was to Venus shown, 
Surpris'd, the goddess took it for hev own. 
And what, said she, does this bold paintej- mean? 
When was I bathing thus, and naked seen ? 

Pleas'd Cupid heard, and ciieck'd liis mother's 

And who's hiind now, ni.araina? the urcliin cried. 
"Tis Cloe's eye, and cheek, and hp, and breast: 
Friend Howard's genius fancied all the rest. 



If wine and music have the power 
To ease the sickness of the soul ; 
Let Ph<ebus every string explore; 
And Bacchus fill the spi-ightly bowL 
Let them their friendly aid employ. 
To make my Cloe's absence light ; 
And seek for pleasure, to destroy 
Tlie sorrows of this live-long night. 

But she to-moi'row will I'etum ; 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great ; 
Thy myrtles sti'ow, thy odours bum ; 
And meet thy fav'rite nymph in slate. 
.■OL. I. 11 
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THU F0EJI9 



Kind goddess, to no other powers 
Let us to-morrow's blessings own : 
Tlij' dai-ling loves shall guide the hours, 
And aU the day be tbine alone. 



THE DOVE, 



In Virgil's sacred verse we find. 
That passion can depress or raise 

The heavenly as the human mind : 
Who dare deny wliat Vir^ says ? 

But if they should, what our great master 
tias thus laid down, my tale shall prove. 

Fair Venus wept the sad disast«r 
Of having lost her favourite Dove. 

In compliance poor Cupid moara'd; 

His grief reliev'd his mother's pain ; 
He vow'd he'd leave no stone unturn'd. 

But she should have her Dove again. 

Though none, said he, shall yet be nam'd, 
I know the felon well enough : 

But be she not, mamma, condemn'd 
"Without a fair and legal proof. 
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OF PKIOK. lUO 

With that, his longest dart he took, 
As constable would take his staff: 

That gods desire like men to look, 
Would make e'en Heraclitus laugh. 

Love's subalterns, a duteous band, 

Like watchmen round their chief appear : 

Each had his lantern ia his hand; 
And Venus mask'd brought np the rear. 

Accoutred thus, their eager step 

To Cloe's lodging they directed : 
(At once I write, alas I aad weep, 

That Cloe is of theft suspected.) 

Late they set out, had far to go : 

St, Dunstan's, as they pass'd, struck one. 

Cloe, for reasons good, you know, 
Lives at the sober end o' th' town. 

With one great peal they rap the door, 

Like footmen on a visiting day. 
Polks at her house at such an hour ! 

Lord! what will all the neighbours say? 

The door is open ; up they run : 

Nor prayers, nor tlireats divert their speed; 
Thieves ! thieves ! cries Susan ; we're undone ; 

They'll kill my mistress in her bed. 
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[06 TUB voEJia 

In bed indeed the nymph had been 
Three hours: for aU historians say, 

She commonly went up at ten, 
Unless piquet was in the way. 

She wak'd, he sure, with strange sui-prise, 

Cupid, is thia right or law, 
Thus lo disturb the brightest eyes, 

That ever slept, or ever saw? 

Have you observ'd a sitting hare, 
Listening, and feai-ful of the storm 

Of horns and hounds, dap hack her ear. 
Afraid to keep, or leave her foim ? 

Or have you mark'd a partridge quake. 
Viewing the towering falcon nigh? 

She cuddles low behind the brake : 
Nor would she stay j nor dares she fly. 

Then have you seen the beauteous maids 
When gazing on her midnight foes. 

She turn'd each way her frighted head, 
Then sunk it deep beneath the clothes. 

Veuua this while was in the chamber 

Incognito : for Susan said, 
It smelt so strong of myrrh and ambei^ 

And Susan is no lying maid. 
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But since we have no present need 

Of Venus for aa episode, 
With Cupid let us e'en proceed; 

And thus to Cloe spoke the god : 

Hold up your head : hold up your hand : 
Would it wei-e not my lot to show ye 

This cruel writ, wherein you stand 
Indicted by the name of Cloe : 

For that by secret malice stirr'd, 
Or by an emulous pride invited, 

Tou have purloin'd the fav'rite bii-d. 
In which my motlier most delighted. 

Her blushing face the lovely maid 

Eaia'd just above the milk-white sheet, 

A rose-tree in a lily bed 
Nor glows SO red, nor breathes so sweet 

Are you not he whom vir^ns fear, 
And widows court? is not your name 

Cupid? If so, pray come not rear — 
Fiur maiden, Tm the very same. 

Tlien what have I, good Sir, to say, 
Or do with her, you call your mother? 

If I should meet lier in my way, 
We hardly courtesy to each other. 
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Diana chaste, and Hel}e sweet, 
Witness that what 1 apeak is trae ; 

I would not give my paroquet 
For all the Doves that ever flew. 

Tot, to compose this midnight noise. 
Go freely search whei-e'er you please r 

(The I'age that rais'd, adorn'd her voice) 
Upon yon toilet lie my keys. 

Her keys he takes ; her doors unlocks : 
Through wardrobe, and through closetbounces; 

Peeps into every chest and box ; 
Turns all her furbelows and flounces. 

But Dove, depend ou't, finds he none ; 

So to the bed returns again r 
And now the maiden, bolder grown, 

Begins to treat him with disdain. 

I marvel much, she smOing said, 
Your poultry cannot yet be found : 

Lies he in yonder slipper dead. 
Or may be, in the tea-pot drown'd ? 

No, traitor, angry Love replies, 

He's hid somewhere about your breast; 

A place nor god nor man denies, 
For Venus' Dove the proper nest. 
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OF PRIOE. I'J 

Search then, she said, put in your hand, 
And Cynthia, dear protectress, guard me : 

As guilty I, or free may stand, 
Do thou, or punish, or reward me. 

But ah ! what maid to Love can trust ; 

He scorns, aud breaks all legal power ; 
Intxi her breast his hand he thrust; 

And in a moment forc'd it lower. 

0, whither do those fingers rove. 

Cries Cloe, treaclierous urcliiii, wliitlia- .- 

Venus ! I shall tind thy Dove, 

Sara he ; for sure I touch his feather. 



A LOVER'S ANGER. 

As Cloe came into the room t'other day, 
I peevish began ; where bo long could you stay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour ; 
Yon promis'dat two ; and (pray look, child) 'tis four. 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels : 
'Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with bawbles and seals. 
A temper so heedless no mortal can hear- 
Thus far I went on with a resolute Mr. 
Lord bless me, said she ; let a body but speak : 
Here's an ugly hai-d rose-hud fallen into my neck ; 
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110 THE POEjrs 

It has hurt me, and vex'd me to such a degree -r- 
See here ! for you never believe me ; pmy see, 
On the left side my breast what a mark it has made ! 
So saying, her bosom she careless display'd ; 
That seat of dehght I with wonder survey'd, 
And forgot every word I design'd to have said. 



MEECUEY AND CL'FID. 

In sulleu humour one day Jove 
Sent Hermes down to Ida's grove, 
Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His store of darts, his total quiver ; 
That Hermes should the weapons break, 
Or throw 'em into Lethe's lake. 

Hermes, you know, must do his eiTand ; 
He found his man, produc'd his warrant ; 
Cupid, your darts — this very hour — 
There's no contending against power. 

How sullen Jupiter, just now, 
I think I said ; and you'll allow, 
That Cupid was as bad as he : 
Hear but the youngster's repartee. 

Come, kinsman (said the little god). 
Put off your wings, lay by your rod ; 
Retire with me to yonder bower, 
And rest yourself for half an liour : 
'Tia far indeed from hence to Heaven : 
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But you fly fast ; aiid 'tis but seven. 
We'll take one cooling cup of nectai'i 
And driuk to this celestial Hector — 

He break my dart, or liurt my power I 
He, Leda's swan, and Danae's shower I 
Go, bid him his ivife's tongue restrain. 
And mind his thunder, and his rain. — 
My darls ! certainly I'll give 'em : 
From Cloe's eyes he shall receive 'em. 
There's one, the best in all my quiver, 
Twang! through his very heart and liver, 
He then shall piae, and sigh, and mve : 
Good lord 1 what bustle shall we have ! 
Neptune must straight be sent to sea, 
And Flora summon'd twice a day : 
One must find shells, and t'other flowers, 
For cooling grots, and fragrant bowers, 
That Cloe may be serv'd in state : 
The Hours must at her toilet wait ; 
Whilst all the reasoning fools below 
Wonder their watches go too slow, 
Lybs must fly south, and Eurus east, 
Forjewels for her hair and breast : 
No matter though their cruel haste 
Sink cities, and lay forests waste. 
No matter tbough this fleet be lost ; 
Or that lie wind-bound on the coast 
What, whispering in my mother's ear I 
What care, that Juno should not hear ! 
What work among you scholar gods ! 
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Phcebus must write Lim am'rous odes : 
And thou, poor cousin, muat compose 
His letters in submissive prose ; 
Whilst haughty Cloe, to sustain 
The honor of my mystic reign, 
Shall all his gifts and vows disdain ;. 
And laugli at your old bully's pain. 

Dear couz, said Hermes in a fright, 
For Heaven's sake, keep your darts ! good night 

ON BEAUTY. A lilDDLE. 

Eksolve me, Cloe, what is this: 
Or forfeit me one precious kiss. 
'Tis tlie first offspring of the Graces ; 
Bears different forms in different places ; 
Acknowledg'd fine, where'ei" beheld j 
Yet fancied finer, when conceal'd. 
'Twas Flora's wealth, and Circe's charm; 
Pandora's box of good and harm : 
Twas Mara'a wish, Endymion's dream ; 
Apelles' draught, and Ovid's theme. 
This guided Theseus through the maze ; 
And sent him home with life and pnuse. 
But this undid the Phrygian boy ; 
And blew the flames that ruin'd Troy. 
This show'd great kindness to old Greece, 
And help'd rich Jason to the fleece. 
This through the east just vengeance liurl'd, 
And lost poor Anthony the ivorkl. 
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Injur'd, tLough Luweije found ter doom j 
This banish'd tyranny from Rome. 
AppeaB'd tliough Lais gain'd her liire ; 
This set Persepohs on fire. 
For this Alcides leam'd to spin : 
His cluh laid down, and lion's skin. 
For this Apollo deign'd to keep, 
With servile care, a mortal's sheep. 
For this the father of the goda, 
Content to leave his high abodes, 
In hoiTow'd figures loosely ran, 
Europa'a bull, and Leda's swao, 
For this he reassumes tie nod, 
(While Seraele commands the god) ; 
Launches the holt, and shakes the poles ; 
Though Momus laugha, and Juno scolds. 

Here listening Cloe smil'd and said; 
Tour riddle is not hard to read : 
I guess it — fair one, if you do ; 
Need I, alas 1 the theme pursue ? 
For this tJiou see'st, for tliis I leave, 
Whate'er the world thinks wise or grave. 
Ambition, business, fi'iendship, news, 
My useful books, and serious Muse. 
For thb I willingly decline 
The mirth of feasls, and joys of wine ; 
And choose to sit and talk with thee, 
(As thy great ordei-s may decree) 
Of cocks and bulls, and flules and fiddles, 
Of idle tales, and foolish riddles. 
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THE QUESTION. TO LISETTA. 

What nymph should I admire, or trast, 
But Cloe, beauteous Cloe, just? 
Wliat ujiuph should I desire to see, 
But her who leaves the plain for me ? 
To whom should I compose the lay, 
But her who listens when I play ? 
To whom, in song, repeat my cares, 
But her who in my sorrow shaa-cs ? 
JFor whom should I the garland make. 
But her who joys the gift to take, 
And boasts she wears it for my sake ? 
In love am I not fully blest? 
Lisetta, pr'j-thee tell thci-est 



LTSETTA'S REPLY, 

Sure, Cloe just, and Cloe fair, 
Desei-ves to be your only care : 
But when you and she to^ay 
Far info the wood did stray, 
And I hajjpen'd to pass by. 
Which way did you cast your eye ? 
But when your cares (o her you sing, 
Yet dare not teli her whence they spi-ing ; 
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Does it not more afflict joar heart, 
That in tliose cares she hears a part? 
When you the flowers for Cloe twine, 
Why do you to her gailand join 
The meanest hud that falls from mine? 
Simplest of swains ! the world may see, 
Whom Cloe loves, and who loves me. 

THE GAELAND. 

The pride of every grove I chose, 
The violet sweet, and lily fair. 

The dappled pink, and blushing rose. 
To deck my charming Cloe's hair. 

At morn the nymph vouohaaf' d to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

The flowers less blooming than her face. 
The scent less fragi'ant tliau her breath. 

\The flowers she wore along the day : 
And every nymph and shepherd said, 
That in her hair they look'd more gay 
Than glowing in their native bed.^ 

Undrest at evening when she found 
Their odours lost, their colours past ; 

She cliang'd her look, and on the gi-ound 
Her garland and her eye she cast. 



h/ Google 



116 THE POBMS 

That eye dropt sense distinct and clear, 
As any Mose's tongue could speak, 

When from its lid a pearly tear 

Eaa trickling down her beauteous cheek. 

Dissembling what I knew too well, 
My loTe, my life, said I, explain 

This change of humour : pr'ythee, tell : 
That falling ieai^-What does it mean? 

She sigh'd; she smil'd: and to the flowers 
Pointing, the lovely moralist said: 

Kee, friend, in some few fleeting hours, 
See yonder, what a change is made. 

Ah me ! the blooming pride of May, 
And that of beauty are but one: 

At mom both flouriah bright and gay, 
Both fade &t evening, pale, and gone. 

At dawn poor Stella danc'd and sung; 

The amorous youth ai'ound her bow'd ; 
At night her fatal knell was rung; 

I saw, and kiss'd her in her shroud. 

Such as she is, who died to-day. 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow; 

Go, Damon, hid thy Muse display 
The justice of thy Cloe's sorrow. 



h/ Google 



THE LADY WHO OifFERS HER LOOiaSG- 
GLASS TO VENUS.i 

Venus, take my votive glass ; 
Since I am not wliat I was, 
What from this day I shall be, 
Venus, let me never see. 



CLOE JEALOUS. 

FoiiBKAR to ask me, why I weep ; 

Vex'd Cloe to her shepherd said ; 
Tis for my two poor sti-siggling sheep 

Perhaps, or for my sqiiuTcl dead. 

For mind I what you lafe have writ ? 

Your subtle questions, and replies ; 
Emblems, to teach a female wit 

The ways, where changing Cupid Hie. 

Your riddle purpos'd to reheai-se 
The general power that beauty has ; 

But why did no peculiar veree 

Describe one charm of Cloe's faee ? 

I- Taken rrom an epigram of r[[.to. See Kauitili 
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'Pile glass, wliicli was at Venus' shi-ine, 
With 8i!cb mysterious sorrow laid : 

The gai'Iand (and you call it mine) 

Which show'd how youth and beauty fatle. 

Ten thousand trifles light as these 

She should be bumble, who would please ; 
And she must suffer, who can love. 

When in my glass I chanc'd (o look ; 

Of Venus what did I implore ? 
That every gi-ace which thence I took, 

Should know to charm my Damon more. 

Reading thy verse ; Wlio heeds, siud I, 
If here or there his glances flew ? 

free for ever be his eye. 

Whose heart to me is always true. 

My bloom indeed, my little flower 
Of beauty quickly lost its pride ; 

For, sevei''d from ita native bower, 
It on thy glowing bosom died. 

Yet oar'd I not what might presage, 
Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth ; 

Love I esteem'd more strong than age. 
And time less permanent than truth. 
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Why then T weep, forbear to know : 
Fall uncoiitroU'd my tears, and free : 

Damon ! 'tis tlie only woe 
T ever yet coneeal'd from thee. 

The secret wound with whicli I bleed 
Shall lie wrapt up, e'en in my hearse ; 

But on my tombstone thou shalt read 
My answer to thy dubious verse. 



ANSWER TO CLOE JEAI.0U8. 
IN THE SA3[E STYLE. THE AUTHOR SICK. 

Yks, iairest proof of Beauty's power, 
Dear idol of my pan ting heart. 

Nature points this my fatal lioiir: 
And I have liv'd ; and ive must part. 

IVTiile now I take my last adieu, 

Heave thou no sigli, nor shed a tear; 

Lest yet my half-clo_s'd eye may view 
On earth an object worth its care. 

From Jealousy's tormenting strife 

For ever be thy bosom freed : 
That nothing may disturb thy life, 

Content I hasten to ike dead. 
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Yet when some better-fated youth 

Shall with his amorous parley move Uiee ; 

Reflect une moment on his trath 

Who, dying thus, persists to love thee. 



A BETTER ANSWER. 

Deak Cloe, how bl^fee^ld. is that pretty face ; 

Thy cheek all on fire, and thy ha ir aU uncTirVd ; 
Fr-y thee quit this fiSEriee ; and (asijliEalst^sajsl 

Let us e'en talk a little lite lpM.of this world. 

How canst tWu presume, thou hast leave to destroy 
The b^ies, which Venus but lent to thy keep- 

Tbnjse looks were design'd to mspire love and joy = 
More ord'nary eyes may serve people for -rfeep- 

To be vex'd at a trifle or two that I writ, [wrong : 

Your judgment at once, and my passion you 
You take that for fact, which wiUscarce be found 

_Qdd s life I mustoneswearto the truth of asong? 

What"! spsak^y fair Cloe, and what J writ*, ^ows 
The diSefence there is betwixt nature and art : 

-1 cSurt others in verse ; but I love thee in prose : 
And they have my whimsies, but thou hast my 
heart. 
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The god of ua v^gerinen (you know^chijd) the sun. 
How after his journeys he sets up his rest : 

If at morning o'er earth 'tis his fancy to run j 
Al night he declines on iis Tiietis's breast. 

So when I am wearied with wandering all day, 
to thee, my delight, in the evening I come : 

No matter what beauties I saw in my way ; ^ 
They were but my visits, but thou art my home. 

Then finish, dear Cloe, this pastora l war ; 

And let us, like Horace and Lydia, agree : 
For thou art a girl as much brighter thaji her, 

As he was a poet sublimer than me- 



PALLAS AHD VEHUS. AN EPIGRAM. 

The Trojan swain had judg'd the great dispute, 
And beauty's power obtain'd the golden fruit ; 
When Venus, loose in all her naked charms. 
Met Jove's great daughter clad in shinmg arms. 
The wanton goddess view'd the warlike maid 
From head to foot, ajid tauntingly she said : 

1 My heart with har bat, as gnesl^wise, sojouni'd ; 
And now to Helen it is home ceturn'd, 

There to remain 

Midsummer Night's Dream, A. iii. S. 2. 



h/ Google 



122 THE POEMS 

Tield, sister ; rival, yield : naked, you see, 
I vanquish : guess how potent I should he, 
If to the field I came in armour drest ; [crest ! 
Dreadful, like thine, my shield, and terrible my 

The warrior goddess with disdain replied : 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advise, 
And Venus (if 'tis possible) be wise. 
Thou to be strong must put off every dress ; 
Thy only armour is thy nakedness : 
And more than once, (or thoa art much behed) 
By Mara himself that armour has been tried. 



TO A YOTING GBNTLEMAK IN LOVE 



From public noise and factious strife, 
From all the husy ills of life, 
Take me, my Celia, to thy breast. 
And lull my wearied soul to rest. 
For ever, in thb humble cell, 
Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell ; 

None enter else, but Love and he 

Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 
To painted roofs, and shining spires 
(Uneasy seats of high desires) 
Let the unthinking many crowd, 
That dare be covetous and proud : 
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In golden bondage let them wait, 
And barter liappiiiess for state. 
But oh ! my Celia, wben thy swmn 
Desires to see a court sigain, 
May Heaven around this destin'd head 
The choicest of its c«rses shed I 
To sum up all the rage of Fate, 
In the two things I dread and hate ; 
Mayst thou be false, and I be great I 
Thus, on his Celia's panting breast, 
Fond Celadon his soul express'd ; 
"While with delight the lovely maid 
Eeceiv'd the vows, she tlius repaid : 

Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 
Blest miracle of love and truth ! 
All that could e'er he counted mine, 
My love and life, long since are thine : 
A real joy 1 never knew, 
TiU I believ'd thy passion ti-ue : 
A real grief I ne'er can find. 
Till thou prov'st perjur'd or untind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care, 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 
Blest with thy presence, I can bear. 
Through waters, and through flames ni ] 
Sufferer and solace of thy woe ; 
Trace me some yet unheard-of way. 
That I thy ardour may repay ; 
And make my constant passion known, 
By more than woman yet has done. 
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Had T a wish that did not hear 
The stamp and image of my dear ; 
rd pierce my heart through every vein, 
And die to let it out again. 
No ; Venus shall my witness he, 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 
That for one hour I would not quit 
My shepherd's arms, and this retreat, 
To be the Persian monarch's hride, 
Partner of all his power and pride ; 
Or rule in regal state ahove, 
Mother of gods, and wife of Jove. 

O happy these of human ra«e ! 
But soon, alas ! our pleasures pass. 
He thank'd her on his hended knee ; 
Then drank a quart of mUk and tea : 
And leaving her ador'd embrace, 
Hasten'd to court to heg a place. 
While she, his absence to hemoan. 
The very moment he was gone, 
Call'd Thyrsis from beneath the bed ! 
"Where aU this time he had been hid. 



MOKAl. 

"While men have these ambitious fancies ; 
And wanton wenches read r< 
Our sex will— "What P out v 
And theirs in equal strsuns reply. 
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PlilOR. 



The moi-al of the tale I sing 
(A posy for a wedding ring) 
In this short verae win he confia'd : 
Love is a jest, and vows are wind. 



AN ENGLTRH I'ADLOCK. 

Mias Danae, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely sung) 
Could not he kept fi-om Jove's embrace 
By doors of steel, and walls of brass. 
The reason of the thing is dear ; 
Would Jove the naked truth aver: 
Cupid was with him of the party, 
And show'd himself sincere aad hearty: 
For, ^ve that whipster but his errand, 
He takes my Lord Chief Justice' warrant ; 
Dauntless as death away he walks; 
Breaks the doors open i snaps the locks ; 

Searches the parlour, chamher, study; 
Kor stops till he has culprit's body. 
Since this has been authentic truth, 

By age deliver'd down to youth ; 

Tell ua, mistaken husband, tell us, 

Why so mysterious, why so jealous ? 

Does the restraint, the holt, the har 

Make us less curious, her less fair? 

The spy, which does this treasure keep, 
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Does she ne'er say her prayers, nor sleep ? 
Does she to no excess mcline ? 
Does she fly music, mirth, and wine? 
Or have not gold and flattery power 
To purchase one unguarded hour ? 

Your care does farther yet extend : 
That spy is guarded by your fiiend. — 
But has this friend nor eye, nor heart ? 
May he not feel the cruel dart, 
WJiich, soon or late, all mortals feel ? 
May he not, with too tender zeal, 
Give the fair pris'ner cause to see. 
How much he wishes she were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 
The rules of friendship too severe, 
Which chwn him to a hated trust ; 
"Which make him wretched, to be just ? 
And may not she, this darling she. 

Youthful and hcaltliy, flesh and blood. 
Easy with him, ill ns'd by thee, 

Allow this logic to be good ? 

Sir, will your questions never end ? 
I trust to neither spy nor friend. 
In short, I keep her from the sight 
Of every human face.-— Shell write. 
From pen and paper she's debai'r'd. — 
Has she a bodkin and a cai'd ? 
Shell prick her mind. — She will you say : 
But how shall she that mind convey ? 
1 keep her in one room : I lock it ; 



h/ Google 



The key (look here) is in this pocket. 
The key-hole, is that left ? most certain, 
SheTl thi-ust her letter through— Sir Martin. 

Dear angry friend, what must be done ? 
Is there no way ? — There is hut one. 
Send her abroad; and let lier see, 
That aU this mingled mass, which she, 
Being forhidden, longs to know. 
Is a dull farce, an empty show, 
Powder, and pocket-glass, and heau ; 
A staple of i-omanee and li^. 
False tears, and real perjuries ; 
Where sighs and looks ai-e bought and sold ; 
An il love is made but to be told ; 
"Where the fat bawd, and lavish heir 
The spoils of miu'd beauty share : 
And youth, seduc'd from friends and fame, 
Must ^ve up age to want and shame. 
Let her behold the frantic scene, 
The women wretched, false the men : 
And when, these certain ills to shun. 
She would to thy embraces run ; 
Receive her with extended arms : 
Seem more delighted with her charms : . 
Wait on her to the park and play : 
Put on good humour ; make her gay ; 
Be to her virtues very kind ; 
Be to her faults a little bhnd; 
Let all her ways be unconfin'd ! 
And clap your padlock — on her mind. 
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HANS CAllVEL. 

IIass Cakvel, impotent and old, 
Married a lass of London mould : 
Handsome? enough; extremely gay : 
Lov'd music, company, and play : 
High flights she had, and wit at wiU ; 
And so her tongue lay seldom still : 
For in all visits who but she, 
To argue, or to repartee ? 

She made it plain, that human passion 
Was order'd by predestination ; 
That if weak women went asti-ay, 
Their stars were more in fault than they ! 
Whole tragedies slie had by heart; 
Enter'd into Eoxana's part r 
To triumph in her rival's blood, 
The action certainly was good. 
How like a vine young Ammon curl'd ! 
Oh that dear conqueror of the world ! 
She pitied Betterton in age, 
That ridicui'd the god-like rage. 

She, first of all the town, was told, 
Where newest India things were sold : 
So in a morning, without bodice, 
Slip sometimes out to Mrs. Thody's ; 
To cheapen tea, to buy a screen ; 
What else could so much virtue mean ? 
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For to prevent the least reproach, 
Betty went with her in the coach. 

But when no very gi'eat affair 
Excited her peculiar cai-e, 
She without fell was wal'd at ten; 
Drank chocolat*, then slept again: 
At twelve she rose ; with much ado 
Her clotlies were huddled on by two ; 
Then, does my lady dine at home? 
Tea, sore; — hut is the Colonel come? 
Next, Low to spend the afternoon, 
And not come home again too soon ; 
The Change, the City, or the Play, 
As each was proper for the day: 
A turn in summer to Hyde Park, 
When it grew tolerahly dark. 

Wife's pleasure causes husband's pain : 
Strange fencies come in Hans's brain : 
He thought of what he did not name; 
And would refoi-m, but durst not hiame. 
At first he therefore preach'd his wife 
The comforts of a pious life r 
Told her how transient beauty was; 
That all must die, and flesh was grass : 
He bought her sermons, psahns, and graces ; 
And doubled down the useful places. 
But still the weight of worldly care 
Allow'd her little time for prayer; 
And Cleopatra' was read o'er, 
1 Ckopntra is a novel, much read by tii« ladies in the la 
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■WTiile Seot,^ and TVake,^ and twenty more, 

That teach one to deny oneself, 

Stood uiunoiested on the ahelf. 

An Tintouch'd Bibie gra«'d her toilet : 

No fear that thumh of hei's should spoil it. 

In short, the trade was still the same; 

The dame went out, the colonel came. 

What's to he done? Poor Carvel cried: 
Another battery must he tried: 
"Wtat if to spells I had recourse? 
"Tis but to hinder something worse. 
The end must justify the means: 
He only sins who ill intends : 
Since therefore 'tis to combat evil, 
'TIS lawful to employ the devil. 

Forthwith tlie devil did appear 
(For name him, and he's always near), 
Not ia the shape in which he plies 
At miss's elbow when she lies ; 
Or stands before the nureery doors, 
To take the naughty hoy tliat roars: 
But, without saucer-eye or claw. 
Like a grave barrister at law. 

Hans Carvel, lay aside your grief, 
The devil says ; I bring relief. 
Relief, says Hans : pray let me crave 

1 Dr. John Soot, rector of St. Giles in the FioMs, and 
ftnthof of the ChriBtion Life, in 6 vela. 

2 Di-. WLliam IViike, afterwards sirciibishop of Ciititer- 
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Your name, Sir, — Satan — Sir, your slave; 
I did not look upon your feet: 

Toull pardon me: Ay, now I see't; 

And pray. Sir, when came you fi'om hell? 

Our friends there, did you leave them well? 

All well ; but pr'ythee, honest Hans, 

(Says Satan) leave your complaisance: 

The truth is this: I cannot stay 

Flaring in sunshine all the day : 

For, enfre nous, we hellish sprites 

Love more the fresco of the nights ; 

And oftener our receipts convey 

In dreams, than any other way. 

I tell you therefore as a friend, 

Ere morning dawns, yo«r fears shall end: 

Go then this evening, master Cai-vel, 

Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel ; 

Let fiiends and wine dissolve your care ; 

Whilst I the great receipt prepare: — 

To-night ril bring it, by my faith; 

Believe foi'once what Satan saith. 

Away went Hans: glad? not a little; 
Obey'd the devil to a tittle ; 
Invited friends some half a dozen. 
The colonel and my lady's cousin. 
The meat was serv'd ; the bowls were crown'd ; 
Catches were sung; and healths went round; 
Barbadoes waters for the close ; 
Till Hans had fairly got his dose: 
The colonel toasted to the best; 
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The Dame mov'd off, to be undrest: 

The cliimes went twelve : tte guests witlidrew : 

But when, or how, Hans hardly knew. 

Some modem anecdotes aver. 

He nodded in his elbow chair; 

From thence was carried off to bed: 

John held his heels, and Nan his head. 

My lady was disturb'd: new sorrow! 

Which Hans must answer for to-morrow. 

In bed then view this happy pair; 
And thint how Hymen triumph'd there. 
Hans fast asleep as soon as laid, 
The duty of the night unpaid: 
The waking dame, with thoughts oppreat, 
That made her hate hotii him and rest ; 
By such a husband, such a wife ! 
'Twaa Acme's and Septimios' life: 
The lady sigh'd; the lover snor'd; 
The punctual devil kept his word; 
Appear'd to honest Hans again; 
But not at all by madam seen: 
And ^ving him a magic ring. 
Fit for the finger of a king; 
Dear Hans, smd he, this jewel take. 
And wear it long for Satan's sake; 
'Twill do your business to a hair: 
For, long as you this ring shall wear, 
As sure as I look over Lincoln, 
That ne'er shall happen which you think on. 

Hans took flio ring with joy e 
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(All this was onlj- in a dream) 

And, thrusting it beyond his joint, 

'Tig done, he cried ; Iv'e gain'd my point, — 

WhsLt point, said she, you ugly heast? 

You neither give me joy nor rest : 

'Tis done, — "What's done, you drunken hear? 

You've thrust your finger G-d knows where. 



A BUTCH PROVERB. 

Fire, water, woman, are man's ruin : 

Says wise professor Vander Briiin. 

By flames a house I hir'd was lost 

Last year, and I must pay the cost. 

This spring the i-aius o'erflow'd my ground ; 

And my best Flanders mare was drown'd. 

A slave I am to Clara's eyes : 

The gipsy knows her power, and flies. 

Fire, water, woman, are my ruin : 

And great thy wisdom, Vander Briiin. 
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PATttO PURGANTI AND HIS WIFE: 
AN HONEST, BUT A SIIIPLE I'AIR, 



Est enim quiddam, idque intelllgitur 
uod deoeat ; quod cogitaHone magis ii slrtute potest qua, 
J sepaiaci. "' ' 



Cie. do Off. L. a. 



Beyond the Gs^i and settled inilea 
Of vice aiid yirtue in tlie schoole, 
Beyond the letter of the law, 
Which keeps our men and maids in awe, 
The better sort should set before 'em 
A grace, a manner, a decorum ! 
Something, that gives their acts a Mght; 
Makes 'em not only just, but bright ; 
And sets them in that open fame. 
Which witty malice cannot blame. 

Fop 'tis in life, as 'tis in painting : 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting ; 
From lines drawn true, our eye may ti-ace 
A foot, a knee, a liaad, a face : 
May justly oww tlie picture wrought 
Exact to rule, exempt from fault : 
Tet, if the colouring be not there. 
The Titian stroke, the Guido air ; 
To nicest judgment show the piece; 
At beat 'twill only not displease ; 
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It would not gain on Jersey's eye : 
Bradford would frowD, and set it by. 

Thus in the picture of our mind 
The action may be well design'd ; 
Guided by law, and bound by duty ; 
Yet want this Je ne spag quoi of beauty : 
And though its error may be such, 

As ^Knags and Burgess cannot hit; 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 

Of Wycherley's or Congreve'a ivit. 

What is this talk ? replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral end ? 
The truth of what you hei-e lay down 
By some example should be shown. — 
With all my heart, — for once ; read on. 
An honest, but a simple pair 
(And twenty other I fbrheai') 
May serve to make this thesis clear. 

A doctor of great skill and fame, 
Paulo Purganti was his Dame, 
Had a good, comely, virtuous wife ; 
No woman led a better life : 
She to inti-igues was e'en havd-hearted ; 
She chuckled when a bawd was cai'ted ; 
And thought the nation ne'er would thrive. 
Til! all the whores wei-e burnt alive. 

On man-ied men, that dar'd be bad. 
She thought no mercy should be had ; 
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Tliey should be hang'd, or staiVd or Head, 
Or serr'd like Romish priests in Swede. 
Ill short, all lewdness she defied ; 
And stiff was her parochial pride. 

Tet, in an honest way, the dame 
Was a great lover of that same ; 
And could from scripture take her coe, 
That husbands should give wives their due. 

Her prudence did so justly steer 
Between the gay and the severe, 
That if in some regards she chose 
To curb poor Paulo in too close ; 
In others she relax'd again, 
And govera'd with a looser rein. 

Thus though she stricty did confine 
The doctor from excess of wme ; 
With oysters, eggs, and vermicelli, 
She, let him almost burst his belly ; 
Thus drying coffee was denied ; 
But chocolate that loss supplied : 
And for tobacco (who could beai it), 
Filthy concomitant of claret ! 
(Blest revolution!) one might see 
Eringo roots, and bohea tea. 

She often set the doctor's band. 
And sU-ok'd his beard, and squeez'd his hand : 
Kindly complain'd, that after noon 
He went to pore on books too soon ; 
She held it wholesomer by much. 
To rest a little on the couch :— 
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About his wEUst in bed a-iiights 

Slie dung so close — for feai' of sprites. 

The Doctor understood the call ; 
But had not always wherewithal. 

The lion's skin too short, you know 
(As Plutarch's Morals finely show), 
Was lengthen'd by the fox's tail ; 
And art supplies, where strength may ML 

Unwilling then, in arms to meet 
The enemy he could not beat ; 
lie strove to lengthen the campaign, 
And save hia forces by chicane, 
Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 
Shows us, that all the warrior can do 
With force inferior, ia Cukctando. 

One day then, as the foe drew near, 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear ; 
Our don, who knew this tittlefattle 
Did, sure as trumpet, call to battle : 
Thought it extremely d propos, 
To ward against the coming blow : 
To ward : but how ? Ay, there's the question ; 
Fierce the assault, unarm'd the bastion. 

The doctor feign'd a strange suiprise : 
He felt her pulse ; he view'd her eyes ; 
That beat too fast, tliese roll'd too quick ; 
She was, he said, or would be sick ; 
He judg'd it absolutely good, 
That she should pm^e and cleanse her blood. 
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Spa waters for that end were got : 
If tliey pass'd easily or not. 
What matt«rs it ? the lady's fever 
Continued violent as ever. 

For a distemper of this kind, 
(Blackmore ^ and Hans ' are of my mind,) 
If once it youthful blood infects, 
And chiefly of the female sex. 
Is scarce remov'd by pill or potion ; 
WLate'er might be our doctor's notion. 

One luckless night then, as in bed 
The doctor and the dame were laid ; 
Again this cruel fever came, 
High pulse, short breath, and blood in flame. 
What measures shall poor Paulo keep 
With jnadam m this piteous taking ? 

She, hke JIacbeth, has murder-d sleep. 
And won't allow him rest though wakmg. 

Sad state of matters ! when we dare 

Nor ask for peace, nor offer war ; 

Nor Livy nor Comines have shown, 

What in this juncture may be done. 

Grotius might own, that Faulo's ease is 

Harder than any which he places 

Amongst his BelU and his Pads. 
He strove, ahis 1 but strove in vain, 

By dint of logic to maintain, 

That all the sex was bom to grieve, 

Down to her ladyship from Eve. 

1 Sir Richard Blftolunota. * Sir Edward HamiM. 
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He rang'd hia tropes, and prea«h'd up patience ; 

Back'd hia opinion with quotations, 

Divines and moralists ; and run ye on 

Quite through from Seneca to Eunyan.* 

As much in vain he hid her try 

To fold her arms, and close her eye ; 

Telling her, rest would do her good, 

If any thing in nature could : 

So held the Greeks quite down from Galen, 

Masters and princes of their calling : 

So all our modem fi'iends maintmn 

(Though no great Greeks) in Warwick-lane. 

Eeduce, my Muse, the wandering song : 
A tale should never be too long. 

The more he talk'd, the more she bum'd. 
And sigh'd, and tass'd, and groan'd, and turn'd : 
At last, I wish, said, she, my dear — 
(And whisper'd something in his ear.) 
You wish ! wish on, the doctor cries : 
Lord ! when will womankind be wise ? 
What, in your waters ? are you mad? 
Why poison is not half so bad. 
I'll do it — but I give you warning : 
You'll die before to-niorrow morning, — 
'Tis kind, my dear, what you advise ; 
The lady with a sigh replies ! 
But life, you know, at best is pain ; 
And death is what we should disdain. 

1 Jclm Bunyaii, autLor of the Pilgrim's Progriiss. 
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So do it,' therefore, and adieu: 
For I will die for love of you, — 
Let wanton wives by deatii be scar'd : 
But, to my comfort, I'm prepar'd. 



THE LADLE. 

The sceptics think, 'twas long ago. 
Since gods came down incognito : 
To see who were their friends or foes, 
And how our actions fell or rose : 
Thai since they gave things their beginning, 
And set this whirligig a spinning ; 
Supine they in their Heaven remain, 
Bsempt from passion, and from pain. 
And frankly leave us human elves. 
To cut and shufBe for ouraelves : 
To stand or walk, to me or tumble. 
As matter, and as motion jumble. 

The poets now, and painters hold 
This thesis both absurd and bold : 
And your good-natur'd gods, they say. 
Descend some twice or thrice a-day : 
Else all these things we toil so hard in. 
Would not avail one single farthing ; 
For, when the hero we rehearse. 
To grace his actions and our verse ; 
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"Pis not by dint of hum-in tko ght 
That to hia Latium hn is brought 
Iris descends by Fatf s comman li 
To guide his steps thiough fore ^a 1^<^ = 
And Amphitrite clears the w ay 
From rocka and qu ck and. in the sea. 

And if you see bim in a ket h 
(Though drawn by Paulo or Carache), 
He shews not half his force and strength, 
Strutting in aiinour, and at length : 
That he may take bis proper figure, 
The piece must yet he four yards bigger: 
The nymphs conduct him to the field ; 
One holds his sword, and one bis shield; 
Mars, standing by, asserts hia quarrel i 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 

These points, I say, of speculation 
(As 'twere to save or sink the nation) 
Men idly-learned will dispute, 
Aaaert, object, conflnn, refute: 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal arms sast^ns the fight; 
Till now no umpire can agree 'em : 
So both draw off and sing Te Dmm. 

Is it in equUibrio, 
If deities descend or no ? 
Then let the afiirmative prevail. 
As requisite (o form my tale : 
For by all pai'ties 'tis confest, 
That those opinions are the best. 
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Which in their nature most conduce 
To present ends, and private use. 

Two gods came therefore from above, 
One Merciuy, tie other Jove ; 
The humour was (it seems) to know, 
If all the favours they bestow, 
Could from our own perverseness ease us ; 
And if our wish enjo/d would please us. 

Discoursing largely on this theme, 
O'er hills and dales their godships came ; 
Till, wellnigh tir'd and almost night, 
They thotight it proper to alight. 

Note here, that it as true as odd is, 
That in disguise a god or goddess 
Exerts no supernatural powers ; 
But acts on maxims much like ours. 

They spied at last a country farm, 
Where all was snug, and clean, and warm ; 
For woods before and hills behind 
Secar'd it bofh from rain and wind; 
Large oxen in the fields were lowing : 
Good grain was sow'd; good fruit was glowing; 
Of last year's com in bams great store ; 
Fat turkeys gobbling at the door: 
And wealth (in short) with peace consented 
That people here should live contented : 
But did they in effect do so ? 
Have patience, friend, and thou shalt know. 

The honest farmer and his wife, 
To years declin'd from prime of hfe. 
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Had struggled with the marriage noose, 

As almost every couple does : 

Sometimes, my plague! sometimes, saj darling! 

Kissing fo-day, to-morrow snarling ; 

Jointly submitting to endure 

That evil, which admits no cure. 

Our gods the outward gates unbarr'd : 

Our farmer met 'em in the yard ; 

Thought they were folks that lost their way, 

And asJs'd them civilly to stay ; 

Told 'em, for supper, or for bed 

They might go on, and be worse aped. 

So said, so done : the gods consent : 
AH three into the parlour went; 
They compliment; they sit; they chat; 
Fight o'er the wai's ; reform the state : 
A thousand knotty points they clear, 
Till supper and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kiss'd the dame : 
Obsequious Hermes did the same. 
Jove kiss'd the farmer's wife, you say 
He did — but in an honest way : 
Oh I not with half that warmth and life, 
With which he kiss'd Amphifryon's wife. 

Well then, things handsomely were serv'd : 
My mistress for tlie strangers carv'd. 
How strong the beer, how good the meat, 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat. 
In epic sumptuous would appear j 
Yet shall be pass'd in silence here : 
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For I should grieve fo have it stud, 
That, by a fine description led, 
I made my episode tflo long, 
Or tir'd my friend, to graxe my song. 

The grace-cup aerv'd, the cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to show his play : 
Landloi-d and landlady, he cried. 
Folly and jesting laid aside, 
That ye thus hosphably live, 
And strangers with good cheer receive. 
Is mighty grateful to your betters, 
And makes e'en gods themselves your debtors. 
To ^ve this thesis plainer proof, 
You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods (nay, never wonder) : 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, my sou indeed, but spurious. 
Form then Ihree wishes, you and madam ; 
And sure, as you already bad 'em, 
The things desir'd in half an hour 
Shall all be here, and in your power. 

Thank ye, great gods, the woman says : 
Oh ! may your altars ever blaze ! 
A ladle for our silver dish 
Is what I want, is what I wish, — 
A ladle ! cries the man, a ladle ! 
Odzooks, Corisca, you have pray'd ill ; 
What should be great, you turn to farce ; 
I wish the ladle in your a — . 
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With equal grief and shame my mu 
The sequel of the lale pursues ; 
The ladle fell into the room, 
And stack in old Corisca'a bum. 
Our couple weep two wishes past, 
And kindly join to form the last j 
To ease the woman's awkward pain. 
And get the ladle out agdn, 



This commoner has worth and parts, 
Is prais'd for arms, or lov'd for arts : 
His head aches for a coronet : 
And who is bless'd that ia not great? 

Some sense, and more estate, kind Heaven 
To this well-lotted peer has given: 
What then P he must have rule and sway ; 
And all is wrong, 'till he's in play. 

The miser must make up his plum, 
And dares not touch the hoarded sum. ; 
The sickly dotard wants a wife, 
To draw oif his last dregs of life. 

Against our peace we arm our will : 
Amidst our plenty, something still 
For horses, houses, pictures, planting. 
To thee, to me, to him is wanting. 
That cruel something unpossessed 
Corrodes and leavens all the rest. 
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That something, if we could obtain, 
Would soon create a future pain ; 
And to the coffin, from the cradle, 
'Tis all a Wish, and all a Ladle. 



"WKITTKN AT PARIS. MDCC. 

« THE BEGINNING OP ROBB's GEOGRAPHY. 

Of all that William rules, or Kobe 
Describes, great Khea, of thy globe ; 
When or on post-horse, or in chaise. 
With much expense, and little ease. 
My destin'd miles I shall have gone, 
By Thames or Maese, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my own ; 
Great Mother, let me once be able 
To have a garden, house, and stable ; 
That I may read, and ride, and plaut, 
Superior to desire, or want ; 
And as health fails, and years increase, 
Sit down, and think, and die in peace. 
Oblige thy favourite undertakers 
To throw me in but twenty acres ; 
This number sure they may allow ; 
For pasture ten, and ten lor plow: 
'Tis all that I would wish, or hope, 
For me and John, and Nell, and Crop, 
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Then, as thou wilt, dispose the rest 
(And let not Fortune spoil the jest) 
To those, who at the market-rate 
Can barter honour for estate. 

Now if thou graat'st me my request, 
To make thy votaiy truly blest, 
Let curst revenge, and saucy pride 
To some bleak rock far off be tied; 
Kor e'er approach my rural seat, 
To tempt me to be baae and great. 

And, Goddess, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her son, 
(Wherever else she lets him rove) 
To shun my house, my field, my grove : 
Peace cannot dwell with hate or love. 

Hear, gracious Ehea, what I say : 
And thy petitioner shall pray. 



WRITTEN IN THE BEGINSING OF MEZEEATS 
HISTORY or FKANCE. 

Whatb'er thy couhtrymen have done 
By law and wit, by sword and gun. 

In thee is faithfully recited : 
And all the living world, that view 
Thy work, give thee the praises due, 

At once instructed and delighted. 
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Tet for the fame of all these deeds, 
What beggar in the Invalides, 

"With lameness broke, with blindness smitten, 
Wish'd ever decently to die, 
To have been either Mezemy, 

Or any monarch he has written ? 

It's strange, dear author, yet it true is, 
That, down from Phaaumond to Louis, 

All covet life, yet call it pain : 
All feel the ill, yet shun the cure ; 
Can sense this parados endure ? 

Resolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine. 

The man in graver tragic known 
(Though his best part long since was done) 

Still on the stage desires to tarry : 
And he who play'd the Harlequin, 
After the jest still loads the scene 

Unwilling to retire, though weary. 



WRITTEN IN THE NOUVEAUX INTERETS 

DES PEINCEa T> 



Blest be the princes, who have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion : 

Since by their error we are taught, 
That happiness is but opinion. 
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ADRIANI MOIIIENTIS AD ANIMAM SUAM. 
Animula, vagula, blandula, 
Hospes, comeaque corporis, 
Qute nunc abibis in loca, 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula ? 
Nee, ut soles, dabis joca. 



BY MONSIEUR PONT EX EI. I.E. 

Ma. petite S.me, ma mignonne, 

Tu t'en vas donc,inaiUle,etDie«85acbeou tu vaa: 

Tq pars seulette, nuij, et tremblotante, helfis ! 

Que deviendra ton humeur foHclionne ! 

(^ue deviendrotit tant de jolis ebats ! 

IMITATED. 

POOE little pretty, fluttering thing, 

Must we no longer live together ? 
And dost thou prune thy ti-embling wing ; 

To take thy flight thou know'st not whither ? 
Thy humourous vein, thy pleasing folly 

Lies all neglected, all forgot : 
And pensive, wavering, melancholy, 

Thou dread'st and bop'st thou know'st not what. 
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A PASSAGE IN THE MORL^ ESCOMIUM 
OF ERASMUS IMITATED. 

In awful pomp, and melancholy state, 
See settled Reason on the judgment seat ; 
Aj-ound her crowd Distrust, and Doubt, and Feav, 
And thoughtful Foresight, and tormenting Cai-e : 
Far from the throne, the trembling Pleasures stand, 
Ch^n'd up, or exil'd by her stem command. 
Wretched her subjects, gloomy sits the queen ; 
Till happy Chance reverts the crael scene : 
And apish Folly with her wild resort 
Of wit and jest disturbs the solemn court. 

See the fantastic minstrelsy advance, 
To breolhe the song, and animate the dance. 
Blest the usurper I happy the surprise ! 
Her mimic postures catch our e^er eyes : 
Her jingling hells affect our captive ear; 
And in the sights we see, and sounds we hear, 
Against our judgment she our sense employs ; 
The laws of troubled Reason she destroys. 
And in their place rejoices to indite 
"Wild schemes of mirth, and plans of loose delight- 
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TO DR. SHERLOCK,! 

OS niS PBACTICAI. DISCOURSE CONCEKNING 

DEATH. 

Forgive the Muse, who, m unhallow'd strains, 
The Saint one moment from his GJod detains: 
For sui-e, whate'er you do, where'er you are, 
'Tis all but one good work, one eonstant prayer : 
Forgive her ; and entreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour'd vows with kind acceptance come, 
To raise her notes to that sublime degree, 
Which suits a song of piety and thee. 

Wondrous good man ! whose laboure may repel 
The force of sin, may stop the rage of hell ; 
Thou, ]ike the Baptist, from thy God was sent, 
The crying voice, to bid the world repent 

The YouUi shall study, and no more engage 
Their flattering wishes for uncertain age ; 
Mo more with fruitless eare, and cheated strife. 
Chase fleeting Pleasure through this maze of life : 
Finding the wretched all they here can have. 
But present food, and but a future grave : 
Each, great as Philip's victor son, shall view 
This abject world, and, weeping, ask a new. 
Decrepid Age shall read thee, and confess 
Thy labours can assuage, where medicines cease ; 

1 Dr. WiUiam Sherlock, master of Uie Teniplei father of 
Dr. Thomas Sherlock, late Bisliop of London. 
VOL. I. 14 
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Shall bless thy words, their wounded aoiil's relief, 
The drops that sweeten their last dregs of life ; 
Shall look to Heaven, and laugh at aU beneath ; 
Own riches gather'd, trouble ; fame, a breath; 
And life an ill, whose only cwre is death. 

Thy even thoughts with so much pliunness flow, 
TTieir sense untutor'd infancy may know; 
Yet to such height is all that pkinness wrought, 
■Wit may admire, and letter'd Pride be taught: 
Easy in words, thy style in sense sublime, 

On its blest steps each age and sex may rise ; 
'Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch's dream, 
Its foot on earth, its height above the skies, 
Diffus'd its virtue, boundless is its power ; 
'TIS public health, and universal cure ; 
Of heavenly manna 'tis a second feast ; 
A nation's food, and all to every taste. 

To its last height mad Britmn's guilt was rear'd ; 
And various death for various crimes she fear'd. 
With your kind work her drooping hopes revive ; 
You bid her read, repent, adore, and live : 
Yon wrest the bolt from Heaven's aven^ng hand ; 
Stop ready death, and save a sinking land. 

! save us still : still bless us with thy stay : 
O ! want thy Heaven, till we have learnt the way : 
E«fuse to leave thy desfin'd diarge m soon ; 
And for the church's good, defer thy own. 
! live : and let thy works urge our belief; 
Live to esplwn thy doctrine by tiiy life ; 
Till future infancy, baptiz'd by thee. 



h/ Google 



OF PRIOR. 153 

Gi-ow ripe in years, and old in piety ; 

Till Christians, yet unborn, be taught to die. 

Then in fuU age, and hoary holiness, 
Retire, great teacher 1 to thy promis'd bliss : 
UntoucU'd thy tomb, uninjur'd be thy dust, 
As tliy own fame among the future just ; 
Till in last sounds the dreadful trumpet speaks ; 
Tin Judgment calls ; and quicken'd Nature wakes : 
Till through the utmost earth, and deepest sea. 
Our scatter'd atoms fold their destin'd way. 
In haste to clothe their kindred souls again, 
Perfect our state, and build immortal man : 
Then fearless thou, who well sustain'st the fight, 
To paths of Joy, or tracts of endless light, 
Lead up ail those who heai-d thee, and believ'd ; 
'Midst thy own flock, great shepherd, be receiv'd ; 
And glad all Heaven with millions thou hast sav'd. 



CABMEN SECUT^ARE, TOR THE YEAR MDCQ 

TO TUB KING. 

Allspice, Tenturo lietauhir ut omnia sieclo: 
mihi tarn longse maneat pnr3 ultima Titie, 
Spiritoa et, quantum saterit tua diaete facta! 

ViEO. Eolog. i. 

Thy elder look, great Janus, cast 
Into the long records of ages past : 
Keview the years in fairest action dress'd 
With noted white, superior to the rest ; 
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^,ras deriv'd, and chronides begun, 
From empires founded, and from battles won ; 
Show all the spoils by valiant kings achiev'd ; 
And groaning nations by their arms reliev'd ; 
The wounds of patriots in their country's cause, 
And happy power sustain'd by wholesome laws ; 
In comely rank call every merit forth ; 
Imprint on every act its standard worth ; 
The glorious parallels then downward bring 
To modem wonders, and to Britain's king : 
With equal justice and historic care, 
Their laws, their toils, their arms with his compare ; 
Confess the various attributes of fame 
Collected and completo in William's name : 
To all the listening world relate, 
(As thou dost hia story read). 
That nothing went before so great. 
And nothmg greater can succeed. 

Thy native Latium was thy darhng care, 
Prudent in peace, and terrible in war : 
The boldest virtues that have govem'd earth 
From Latium's fruitful womb derive their birth. 

Then turn to her feir written page ; 
From dawning childhood to establish'd ^e. 

The glories of her empire trace ; 
Confront the heroes of thy Koman race ; 
And let the justest palm the victor's temples grace. 

The son of Mars reduc'd the trembling swains. 
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And spread his empire o'er the distant plains : 

But yet the Sabines' violated charms 

Obacur'd the glory of his rising arms. 

Nmaa the rights of strict reli^on knew ; 

On every altar l^d the incense due ; 
Unakill'd to dart the pointed spear, 

Or lead the forward youth to nohle war. 

Stom Brutus was with too much horror good, 

Holding his fesces stain'd with filial blood, 

Fabiua was wise, but with excess of care 

He sav'd his country ; but prolong'd the war. 

"While Decius, Pauius, Curius, greatly fought^ 
And by their sti-ict examples taught. 
How wild desires should be controU'd, 

And how much brighter virtue was, than gold : 

They scarce their sweOing thirst of fame could hide ; 

And boasted poverty with too much pride. 

Excess in youth made Scipio less rever'd ; 

And Cato dying, seem'd to own, he fear'd. 

Juhus with honour tam'd Rome's foreign foes ; 

But patriots fell, ere the dictator rose. 

And, while with clemency Augustus reign'd. 

The monarch was adoi-'d ; the city chain'd. 

With justest honour be their merits dress'd; 
But be their failings too confess'd : 
Their virtue, like their Tyber's flood, 

Rolling its course, design'd the country's good. 

But oft the torrent's too impetuous speed 

From the low earth tore some polluting weed ; 
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And with the blood of Jove there always ran, 
Some viler part, some tincture of the man. 

Few virtues after these so fer prevail. 
But that their vices more than turn the scale : 
Valour grown wild tiy pride, and power by rage, 

Did the true charms of majesty unpair ; 
Rome by degrees advancing more in age, 

Shew'd sad remains of what had once been fair ; 
Till Heaven a better ra«e of men supplies : 
And glory shoots new beams fi-om western skiea. 

Tarn then to Pharamond, and Charlemain, 
And the long heroes of the Gallic strains 
Experienc'd chiefs, for hai-dy prowess known, 
And bloody wreatha in venturous battles won. 
From the first "William, our great Norman king, 
The bold Plantagenets, and Tudors bring ; 
Illustrious virtues, who by turns have rose 
In foreign fields to check Britannia's foes ; 
With happy laws her empire to sustain. 
And with fuU power assert her ambient main. 
But sometimes too industrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expect the turns of fate. 
They open'd camps deform'd by civil fight. 
And made proud conquest trample over right ; 
Disparted Britain mourn'd their doubtful sway, 
And dreaded both when neither would obey. 

From Didier and impei-lu.1 Adolph trace 
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The glorious offspring of the Nassau race, 
Devoted lives to public liberty ; 
The chief still dying, or the country free. 
Then see the kindi'ed blood of Orange flow, 
From warlike Comet, through the loins of Beau ; 
Through Chalon next, and there with Nassau join, 
From Khone's fair banks ti'ansplanted to the Khine. 
Bring nest the royal list of Stuarts forth. 
Undaunted minds that rul'd the rugged north ; 
Till Heaven's decrees by ripening times are shown ; 
Till Scotland's kings ascend the English throne ; 
And the fair rivals live for evei- one. 

Janus, mighty deity. 
Be kind : and, as thy searching eye 
Does our modem story trace, 
Finding some of Stuart's race 
Unliappy, pass their annals by : 
Bo harsh reflection let remembrance raise : 
Forbear to mention what thou canst not pr^se : 
But as thou dwell'st upon that heavenly name,' 
To grief for ever sacred, as to fame, 
Oh ! read it to thyself; in silence weep i 
And thy convulsive sorrows inward keep; 
Lest Britain's grief should waken at the sound ; 
And blood gush fresh from her eternal wound. 

Whither wouldst thou further look ? 
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Read William's acts, and close the ample bcmk : 
Peruse the wonders of his dawning life : 

How, like Alcides, he began ; 
With infant patience calm'd seditious stril'e, 
And quell'd the snakes which round his cradle ran. 

Describe his youth, attentive to alarms, 
By dangers form'd, and perfected in ajms : 
When conq'ring, mild ; when conquer'd, not dis- 

By wrongs not lessen'd, nor by triumphs rais'd ; 

Superior to the blind events 

Of little human accidents ; 
And constant to his first decree, 
To curb the proud, to set the injur'd fi'ce ; 
To bow the haughty neck, and raise the suppliant 

His opening years to riper manhood bring ; 
And see the hero perfect in the king : 
Imperious arms by manly reason sway'd, 
And power supreme by free consent obey'd ; 
With how much haste his mercy meets his foes ; 
And how unbounded his foj^iveness flows ; 
With what desire he makes his subjects bless'd, 
His favours granted ere his throne address'd : 
What trophies o'er our captiVd hearts he reai-s, 
By arta of peace more potent, tlian by wai-s : 
How o'er himself, as o'er the world, he reigns. 
His morals strengthening what his law oi-dains. 
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Through all his thread of life already spun, 
Becoming grace and proper action run : 
The piece hy Virtue's eqwal hand is wrought, 
Mixt with tio crime, and shaded with no fault ; 

No footsteps of the victor's rage 
Left m the camp where William did engage : 

Xo tincture of the monarch's pride 

Upon the roysJ purple spied : 

His fame, like gold, tlie more 'tia tried. 
The more shall its mtricsic worth procl^m ; 
Shall pass the combat of the searching flame, 

And triumph o'er the vanquish'd heat, 
For ever coming out the same. 
And losing not its lustre nor its weight. 

Janus, be to William just : 
To faithful histoiy his actions trust : 

Command her, with pecuhar care 
To trace each toil, and comment every war : 

His saving wonders hid her write 

In characters distinctly bright ; 

That each revolving age may read 
The Patriot's piety, the Hero's deed ; 
And still the sire inculcate to his son 
Transmissive lessons of the king's renown ; 

That William's glory still may live ; 

When all that present art can give. 
The pillar'd marble, and the tablet brass. 

Mouldering, drop the victor's prwse : 

When the great monuments of his power 
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Shall now be visible no more ; [flood ; 

When Sambre shall have chang'd her winding 
And children ask, where Namur stood, 

Namur, proud city, how her towers were ai'm'd ! 

How she contemn'd the approaching foe : 
Till she by William's ti'iinipets was alarm'd, 
And shook, and sunk, and fell beneath his blow, 

Jove and Pallas, mighty powers, 
Guided the hero to the hostile towers. 
Perseus seem'd less swift in war, 
When, wing'd with speed, he flew through air. 
Embattled nations strive in vain 
The hero's glory to restrain : 
Streams arm'd with i-ocks, and mountains red with 
fire 
In vain against his force conspire. 
Behold him from the dreadful height appear ! 
And lo I Britannia's lions waving there. 

Europe freed, and France repell'd, 

The hero from the height beheld : 
He spake the word, that war and rage should cease: 
He bid the Maese and Rhine in safety flow; 

And dictated a lasting peace 

To the rejoicing world below. 
To i-escu'd states, and vindicated crowns, 
His equal hand prescrib'd their ancient bounds ; 
Ordain'd, whom every pi-ovince should obey ; 
How far each rnoiiarch should extend his svvay ; 



h/ Google 



OF PRIOR. 161 

Taught 'em bow clemency made power rever'd; 
And that tie prince belov'd was truly fear'd. 
Firm by his aide unspotted Honour stood, 
Pleas'd to confess him not so great as good ; 
His head with brighter beams fair Virtue deck'd, 
Than those which all his namei-oua crowns refiect: 
Esfa.blish'd Freedom clapp'd hei- joyful wings ; 
Proclaim'd the firat of men, and best of kings. 

Whither would tlie Muse aspire 

With Pindar's rage, without his fire ? 

Pardon me, Janus, 'twas a fault, 

Created by too great a thought : 

Mindless of the god and day, 

I from thy altars, Janus, stray, 
From thee, and from myself, borne far away. 

The fiery Pegasus disd^ns 
To mind the rider's voice, or hear the reios ; 
When glorious fields and opening camps he views ; 

He runs with an unbounded loose ; 
Hardly the Muse can sit the headstrong horse ; 
Nor would she, if she could, check his impetuous 

Wiih the glad noise the cliffs and valleys rmg ; 
While she through earth and air pursues the king. 

She now beholds him on the Belgic shoi-e ; 
Whilst Britain's tears his ready help implore, 
Dissembling for her sake his rising cares. 
And with wise silence pondering vengeful wars. 
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She through the raging ocean now 
Views him advancing his auspicious prow ; 
Combating adverse ■winds and winter seas, 
Sighing the moments that defer our ease ; 
Daring to wield the sceptre's dangerous weight, 
And taking the eommaad, to save the state ; 
Though ere the doublful gift can be secur'd, 
New wars must be sustain'd, new wounds endur'd. 

Through rough leme'a camps she sounds alarms, 
And kingdoms yet to be redeem'd by arms ; 
In the dank marshes finds her glorious theme, 
And plunges after him thro' Boyne's fierce stream. 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling haste, 
To tell old Ocean how the Hero past. 
The god rebukes theii- feai-, and owns the praise 
"Worthy that arm, whose empire he obeys. 

Back to his Albion she delights to bring 
The humblest victor, and the kindest king. 
Albion with open ti-iumph would receive 

Her hero, nor obtains his leave : 
Fu-m he rejects the altars she would raise; 
And thanks the zeal, while he declines the praise. 
Again she follows him through Belgia's land, 
And countries often sav'd by William's hand ; 
Hears joyful nations bless those happy toils. 
Which freed the people, but retum'd the spoils. 
In various views she ti-ies her constant theme ; 
Finds him in councils, and in aims the same ; 
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WTieii certain to o'ercome, inclin'd to save, 
Tai-dy to vengeanee, and with mercy brave. 

Sudden another scene employs her sight; 
She sets her hero in another light ; 
Paints hia great mind superior to success, 
Declining conquest, to estahlish peace ; 
She brings Astrea down to earth again, 
And quiet, brooding o'er his future reign. 

Then with unweary wing the goddess soars 
East, over Danube and Propontis' shores ; 
Where jarring empires, ready to engage, 
Retard their armies, and suspend their rage ; 
Till William's word, hke that of Fate, declares, 
If they shall study peace, or lengthen wars. 
How sacred his renown for equal laws, 
To whom the world defers its common cause! 
How fail- his fricndsMps, and Ms leagues how just. 
Whom every nation courts, whom all religions ti'ust ! 

From the MsEOfJs to the Northern sea, 
The goddess wings her desperat* way; 
See the young Muscovite,^ the mighty head, 
Whose sovereign terror forty nations dread, 
Enamour'd with a greater monarch's praise, 
And passing half the earth to his embrace : 
She in his rule beholds his Volga's force, 
O'er precipices with impetuous sway 
1 PeWr tliB Great. 
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Breaking, and as he rolls Lis rapid couise, 
Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his 

way. 
But her own king she likens to his Thames, 
With geatle course devolving fruitful streams: 
Serene yet strong, majestic yet sedate, 
Swift without violence, without terror great. 
Eacli ardent nymph the rising curreat craves; 
Each shephei-d's prayer retards the parting waves; 
The vales along the bank their sweets disclose : 
Fresh flowers for ever rise : and fruitful harvest 

grows. 

Yet ivhiiher would th' adventurous goddess go? 
Sees she not clouds, and earth, and main below? 
Minds she the dangers of the Lycian coast. 
And fields, where mad Bellerophon was lost ? 

Or is her lowering flight reclaim'd. 
By seas from Icaaiia's do^vnfali nam'd ? 
Vain is lie call, and useless the advice : 
To wise persuasion deaf, and human cries. 

Yet upwards she incessant flies ; 
Kesolv'd to reach the high empyrean sphere, 
And tell great Jove, she sings his image here ; 
To ask for William an Olympic wown, 
To Chromius' strength and Theron's speed un- 
known: 
Till, lost in trackless fields of shining day, 
Unable to discern the way, 
Which Nassau's virtue only could explore. 
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Untm^di'd, unknown, to any Muse before ; 
She, from the noble precipices thrown, 
Comes rushing with uncommon ruin down. 

Glorious attempt I unhappy fate ! 
The song too daring, and the theme too great 1 

Yet rather thus she wills to die. 
Than ia continued annals hve, to sing 
A second hero, or a vulgar kmg ; 

And with ignoble safety fly 
In sight of earlh, along a middle sky. 

To Janus' aUai's, and the numei-ous throng. 
That round his mystic temple press, 
For William's life, and Albion's peace. 

Ambitious Muse reduce the roving song. 
Janus, cast thy forward eye 

Future, into great EJiea's pregnant womb ; 
Where young ideas brooding lie, 

And tender images of things to come : 

Till by thy high commands releas'd, 

Till by thy hand in proper atoms dress'd, 

In decent order they advance to light ; 

Yet tlien too swiftly fleet by human sight ; 

And meditate too soon their everlasting flight. 

Nor beaks of ships in naval triumph borne. 
Nor standards from the h<»tile ramparts torn, 

Nor trophies brought from battles won, 
Nor oaken wreath, nor mural ci-owa. 

Can any future honours give 
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To the victorious monarch's name ; 

The plenitude of Wilham's fame 
Can no accumulated stores receive. 
Shut tlien, auspicious god, thy sacred gate, 
And make us happy, as our king is great. 

Be kind, and with a milder hand, 
Closing the volume of the finish'd age, 

(Though nohle, 'twas an iron page) 

A more deUghtful leaf expand, 
Free from alarms, and fierce Eellona's rage : 
Bid the great months hegia their joyful round, 
By Flora some, and some by Ceres crown'd ; 
Teach the glad hours to scatter as they fly. 
Soft quiet, gentle love, and endless joy : 
Ijead forth the years for peace and plenty fem'd, 
From Saturn's rule, and better metal aam'd. 

Secure by "Wilham's care let Britain stand ; 

Nor dread the bold invader's hand : 
From adverse shores in safety let her hear 
Foreign calamity. Mid distant war ; 
Of which let her, great Heaven, no portion bear ! 
Betwixt the nations let her hold the scale. 
And as she wills, let either part prevail : 
Let her glad vaUeys smile with wavy com : 
Let fleecy flocks her rising hills adorn : 
Around her coast let strong defence be spread : 
Let fair abundance on her breast be shed : 
And heavenly sweets bloom round the goddess' head. 



h/ Google 



OF PEios. 167 

Where the white towers and ancient roofs did stand. 
Eemains of 'Wolsey's, or great Henry's Land, 
To age now yielding, or devour'd by flame, 
Let a young phcenix raise her towering head ; 
Her wings with lengthen'd honour let her spread , 
And by her greatness shew her builder's feme : 
August and open, as the hero's mind, 

Be her capacious courts design'd : 

Let every sacred pillar bear 
Trophies of arms, and monuments of war. 
The Iting shall there in Parian mai-ble breathe. 
His shoulder bleeding fl-esh ; and at his feet 

Disarm'd shall lie the threatening Death : 
(For so was saving Jove's decree complete.) 
Behind, that angel shall be plae'd, whose shield 

Sav'd Europe in the blow repell'd : 
Oh the firm hash, from his oozy bed, 

Boyne shall raise his laureU'd head ; 

And his immortal stream be known, 
Artfully waving through the wounded stone. 

And thou, imperial Windsor, stand enlarg'd, 

With all the monarch's ti-ophies charg'd : 

Thou, the fair Heaven, that dost the stars inclose. 



1 Whitehall, once belonging to the Archbishop of York. 
11 was taken from Cardinal Wolsey by Henrj the eih, who 
made great Improvements therein, and converted it into a 
royal palate. In 1698 the whole of it, except the Ban- 
queting Hotiae, ivaa desfrojed by Are, and hath not elnce 
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Wliich William's bosom wears, or hand bestows 
On the great champions who support his throne, 

And virtues nearest to his own- 
Bound Ormond's knee, thou tiest the mystic string, 
That makes the knight companion to the king. 
From glorious camps return'd, and foreign fields, 
Bowing before thy sainted warrior's shrine, 
Fast by his great forefather's coats, and shields 
Blazon'd fi'om Bohun's, or from Butler's line, 
He hangs his arms ; nor fears those arms should shine 
With an unequal ray ; or that his deed 

With paler glory should recede, 
Eelips'd by theirs, or lessen'd by the fame 
E'en of his own maternal Nassau's name. 

Thou smOing see'st great Dorsel^s worth confest. 
The ray distinguishing the patriot's breast : 
Born io protect and love, to help and please ; 
Sovereign of wit, and ornament of peace. 
! long as breath informs this ileeting frame, 
Ne'er let me pass in silence Dorset's name ; 
Ne'er cease to mention the continued debt 
Which the great patron only would forget, 
And duty, long as life, must study to acquit. 

Eenown'd in thy records shall Ca'ndish stand, 
Asserting legal power, and just command ; 
To the great house thy favour shall be shown, 
The fatlier's star transmissive to the son, 
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From thee tlie Talbot's and the Seymour's race 
Inform'd, their sire's iminortal steps shall trace : 

Happy, may their sons receive 
The bright reward, which thou alone canst give. 

Aud if a god these lucky numbers guide ; 
If sure Apollo o'er the verse preside ; 
Jersey, belov'd by all (for all must feel 

The influence of a form and mind, 
"Whei* comely grace and constant virtue dwell, 
Like mingled streams, more forcible when join'd) — 

Jersey shall at thy altars stand ; 

Shall there receive the azure band, 

That fairest mark of favour and of fame, 

Familiar to the Viiliers' name. 

Science to raise, and knowledge to enlarge, 

Be our great master's future charge ; 
To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High schemes of government, and plans of wars ; 
By fair rewards our noble youth to raise 
To emulous merit, and to thiist of praise; 
To lead them out from ease ere opening dawn, 
Thi'ough tJie thick forest and the dista,nt lawn, 
Where the fleet stag employs their ardent care. 
And chases give them images of war. 
To teach them vigilance by false alarms ; 
Inure them in feign'd camps to real arms ; 
Practise them now to curb the turning steed. 
Mocking the foe; now to his rapid speed 
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To ^ve the rein, and in the full career, 

To draw the certain sword, or send the pointed spear. 

Let him unite his subjects' hearts, 
Planting societies for peaceful arts ; 
Some that in nature shall true knowledge found ; 
And hy experiment make pi-ecept sound ; 
Some that to morals shall recall the age, 
And pui^e from vicious dross the sinking stage ; 
Some that with care true eloquence shall teach, 
And to just idioms fix our doubtful speech: 
That from our writers distant realms may know, 

The thanks we to our monarch owe ; 
And schools profess our tongue through every land, 
That has invok'd his aid, or blest his hand. 

Let his high power the drooping Muses reai'. 

The Muses only can reward his care : 

'Tis they that guard the great Atrides' spoils ; 

'Tia they that still renew Ulysses' toils : 

To them by smiling Jove 'twas giyen, to save 

Distinguish'd patriots from the common grave ; 

To them, great William's glory to recall, 

WLen statues moulder, and when arches fail. 

Nor let the Muses, with ungrateful pride. 

The sources of their treasure hide ; 
The Hero's virtue does the string inspire, 
When with big joy they strike the living lyre ; 

On William's fame their fate depends : 
With him the song begins i with him it ends. 
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Fi'om thia bright effluence of his deed 
They borrow that reflected light. 
With which the lasting lamp they feed, 
Whose beams dispel the damps of envious night. 

Tlirough various climes, and to each distant pole, 
III happy tides let active commerce roll : 
Let Britain's ships export an annual fleece, 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece : 
Returning loaden with the shining stores, 
Which lie profuse on either India's shores. 
As our high vessels pass their watery way, 
Let all the naval world due homage pay ; 
With hasty reverence their top-honours lower, 

Confessing the asserted power, 
To whom by fate 'twas given, with happy away 
To calm tlie eartli, and vindicat* the sea. 

Our prayers are heard, our Blasters' fleets shall go 
As far as ivinds can bear, or waters flow, 
New lands to make, new Indies to explore. 
In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's power ; 
Kations yet wild by precept to reclaim, 
And teach them arms, and arts, in WiUiam's name. 

With humble joy, and with respectful fear 
The listening people shall his story hear. 
The wounds he bore, the dangers he sustain'd. 
How far he conqQer'd, and how well he reign'd ; 
Shall own his mercy equal to his fame, 
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And form their children's accents to his name, 

Inquiring how, and when from Heaven he came. 

Their regal tyrants shall with blushes hide 

Their little lusts of arbitrary pride, 
Nor hear to see their vassals tied ; 

When William's virtues raise their opening tkought, 

His forty years for public freedom fought, 
Europe by hia hand sustain'd, 
His conquest by his piety restraiii'd, 

And o'er himself the last great triumph gain'd. 

No longer shall their wretched zeal adore 

Ideas of destructive power, 
Spirifs that hurt, and godheads that devour : 
New incense they shall bring, new altars rwse, 
And M their temples with a stranger's pr^se ; 
When the great father's character they find 
Visibly stamp'd upon the hero's mind ; 
And own a present Deity confest. 
In valour tjiat preserv'd, and power that blest 

Thi'ough the lai^e convex of the azure sky 
(For thither nature casts our common eye) 
Fierce meteore shoot their arbitrary light r 
And comets march with lawless horror bright: 
These hear no rule, no righteous order own ; 
Their influence dreaded as their ways unknown: 
Through threaten'd lands they wild destruction 

Till ardent prayer averts the public woe : 
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But the bright orb that blesses all above, 

The sacred Are, the real son of Jove, 

Rules not his aeUons by capridous will ; 

Nor by ungovern'd power declines lo ill r 

Fix'd by just laws he goes for ever right : 

Man knows his course, and thence adores his light. 

Janus ! would entreated Fate conspire 

To gi-ant what Brifain's wishes could require ; 
Above, that sun should cease his way to go, 
Ere "William cease to rule, and bless below : 

But a relentless destiny 

Ui^es all that e'er was born : 
Snatch'dfromherarnis,Britanniaonce must mourn 
The demi-god ; the earthly half must die. 
Yet if our incense can your wrath remove j 
If human prayers avail on minds above ; 
Exert, great God, thy intei-est in the sky ; 
Gain each kind Power, each guardian Deity 5 

That conqner'd by the public vow, 
They bear the dismal mischief far away : 

1 long as utmost nature may allow. 
Let them retard the threaten'd day ! 

Still be OUT master's life thy happy care : 
Still let his blessings with his years inoi-ease : 
To his laborious youth consum'd in war. 
Add lasting age, adom'd and crown'd with peace : 
Let twisted olive bind those laurels fast, 
Wliose verdue must for ever last ! 
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Long let tliis growing era bless bis sway ; 
And let our sons his present rule obey; 
On bis sure virtue long let eartb rely : 
And late let tbe imperial eagle fly, 
To bear tbe bero tbrougb bis father's sky, 
To Leda's twins, or be whose glorious speed, 
On foot prevail'd, or be who tam'd llie steed ; 
To Hercules, at length absolv'd by Fate 
From earthly toil, and above envy great ; 
To Villi's theme, bright Cj-tberea's son, 
Sire of tbe Latian, and tbe British throne : 

To aE (be radiant names above, 

Eever'd by men, and dear to Jove. 

Late, Janus, let the Nassau-star, 
New-born, in rising majesty appear, 
To triumph over vanquish'd night. 

And guide the prosperous mariner 
With everlasting beams of friendly light 
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AN ODE, 

INSCaiBED TO THE MEMORY OF THK nOXODK- 

ABl.E COLONEL GEORGE TlLLiERs/ 



Sat, dearest Villiers, poor departed friend, 
(Since fleeting life thua suddenly must eod) 
Say, what did all thy busy hopes avail. 
That ajixions thou from pole to pole didst sail ; 
Ere on thy chin the springing beard began 
To spread a doubtful down, and pi-omise man ? 
What pi-oiited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares, 
In vigour more confirm'd, and riper years ? 
To wake ere moniing dawn to loud alarms. 
And march till close of night in heavy arms ; 
To scorn the summer's suns and winter's snows. 
And search through every clime thy country's foes ! 

1 Colonel Geoi^e Villiers was in the oiarfne service. 
When tliis accident happened to him ha was aocompaoied 
by WilUiun Courtenoy, Esq., son of Sir Willlftm Courienay, 
a captain In his regiment, and hoth shared the Eame Isle. 
They hud been out on aa excursion » see the country. 
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That thou miglitst Fortune to thy side engage; 
That genlle Peace might quell Bellona's rage ; 
And Anna's bounty crown her soldier's hoary age ? 

In vain we think that free-will'd roMi has power 
To hasten or protract th' appointed hour. 
Our term of hfe depends not on our deed : 
Before our birth our funeral was decreed. 
Nor aw'd by foresight, nor misled hy chance, 
Imperious Death directs his ebon lance ; 
Peoples great Henry's tombs, and leads up 
Holbein's dance. • 

Alike must every statis, and every age 
SifstMn the universal tyrant's rage : 
For neither William's power, nor Mary's charms, 
Could, or repel, or pacify his arms : 
Young Chui-chill ' fell, as life began to bloom : 
And Bradford's ° trembling age expects the tomb. 
Wisdom and eloquence in vain would plead 
One moment's respite for the learned head : 
Judges of writings and of men have died ; 
Mfecenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde : 
And ia their various turns their sons must tread 
Those gloomy journeys which their sires have led. 



1 John Chutuhill, Mmquis of Blnndford, only son of John, 
Duke of Marlborough by Sarah his duchass. Ha diad 10th 
Mai-oh, 1702, Egod 16, and was buried at King's College 
chapal, Cimibndge. 

« Francis Newport, Earl of Briiflford. He died lath Sap 
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The ancient sage, who did so long m^ntain 
That hodies die, but souls return ^ain, 
With all the births and deaths he had in store, 
Went out Pytht^oras, and came no more. 
And modem Asgyll,' whose capricious thought 
Is yet with stores of wilder notions fraught, 
Too soon coavinc'd, shall yield that fleeting breath, 
Which play'd so idly with the darts of death. 

Some from the stranded vessel force their way; 
Fearful of Fate, they meet it in the sea : 
Some who escape the fury of the wave. 
Sicken on earth, and sink into a gmve : 
In journeys or at home, in war or peace, 
By hardships many, many fell by ea,se. 
Each changing season does its poison bmig, 
Eheums chill the winter, agues blast the spring : 

1 John Asgyll, E»q,, a lawyer of some eminence, but mora 
remarkable foe the very extraordinary publication liere 
alluded to. He was a member of the Eoglisli pai-linmeut fi>r 
Bramber in Suaaea. In the year 1700 he published a trea- 
tise, enlillad, "An argument proving thnt according to the 
covenant of eternal life revealed in the scriptures, man may 
be translated lienoe into that aternnl life -without pasang 
through death, although the human nature of Chriet himself 
could not be thus translated till he bad passed through 
death." Being iavolved in many perplexing lawsuits, and 
much reduced In his circumstances, the House of Commons 
made this pamphlet a pretence for expelling him in September, 
1707. Bis offttirs afterwards continued to grow worse, and 
he passed the remiiinder of his life in the rules of the King's 
Bench, or Fleet. He died within the former on the 10th of 
November, 1738, when lie was considerably above tonrscwre 
years of aga. 
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Wet, diy, cold, tot, at the appointed hour. 
All act subservient to the tyrant's power : 
And when ohedient nature knows his will, 
A fly, a grapestone, or a hair can kill. 

For restless Pi-oserpine for ever treads 
In paths unseen, o'er our devoted heads ; 
And on the spacious land, and liquid main. 
Spreads slow disease, or darts afflictive pain : 
Variety of deaths confirm her endless reign. 

On curst Piava'a banks the goddess stood, 
Shew'd her dii-e wan-ant to the rising flood ; 
When what I long must love, and long mustmourn, 
With fatal speed was ur^g his return ; 
In his dear country to disperse his care. 
And arm himself by rest for future war ; 
To chide hia anxious friends' officious feara, 
And pi-omise to their joys his elder yeara. 

Oh ! destin'd head ; and oh ! severe decree ; 
Nor native country thou, nor friend shall see : . 
Nor war hast thou to wage, nor year to come ; 
Impending death is thine, and instant doom, 

Hai'k ! the imperious goddess is obe/d : 
Winds murmur, snowsdescend, and waters spread; 
Oh ! kiasman, friend — Oh ! vain are all the cries 
Of human voice ; strong destiny replies ; 
Weep you on earth : for he shall sleep helow : 
Thence none return ; and thither aU must go. 

Whoe'er thou art, whom choice or business leads 
To this sad river, or the neighouring meads ; 
If thou mayst happen on the dreary shores, 
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To find the object which this verse deplores ; 
Cleanse the pale corpse with a religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common sand ; 
Lay the dead hero graceful ia a grave ; 
(The only honour he can now receive) 
And fragrant mould upon his body throw ; 
And plant the warrior laurel o'er his brow : 
Light lie the earth; and flourish green the bough. 

So may just Heaven secure thy future life 
From foreign dangei-s, and domestic strife ! 
And when the infernal judge's dismal power 
From the dark urn shall throw thydestin'd hour i 
When yielding to the sentence, breathless thou 
And paJe shalt lie, as what thou buriest now ; 
May some kind friend lie piteous object see, 
And, equfd rites perfonn to that which once wns 



PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN AT COURT ISKCORE THE (JUEEX, ON HEIt 
majesty's RIKTH DAT, HDCCIV. 

Shine forth, ye planets, with distinguish'd lighl. 
As when ye hallow'd first this happy night : 
Again transmit your friendly beams to earth : 
As when Britannia joy'd for Anna's birth : 
And thou, propitious star, whose sacred power 
Presided o'er the monarch's natal hour, 
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Thy radiant voyages for ever run, 
Yielding to none but Cynthia and the Suii : 
With thy fiur aspect still iUusti-ate Heaven : 
Kindly preserve what thou hast greatly given : 
Thy influence for thy Anna we implore ; 
Prolong one life ; and Britain asks no more : 
For virtue can no ampler power express, 
Than to be gi-eat in war, and good in peace : 
For thought no higher wish of bliss can frame, 
Thau to enjoy that virtue still Uie same. 
Entire and sure the monarch's rule must prove, 
■WTio founds her greatness on her subjects' love ; 
■\Vho does our homage for our good require ; 
And oi-ders tiat which we should first desire ; 
Our vanquish'd wills tliat pleasing force obey. 
Her goodness takes our hberty away, 
And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary sway. 

Let the young Austrian then her terrors bear, 
Great as he is, her delegate in war : 
Let him in thunder speak to both his Spains, 
That in these dreadful isles a woman reigns. 
"Wliile tlie bright queen does on her subjects shower 
The gentle blessings of her softer power ; 
Give sacred morals to a vicious age, 
To temples zeal, and manners to the stage ; 
Bilk the chaste Muse without a blush appear ; 
And wit be that which Heaven and she may hear. 

Minerva thus to Pei-seus lent her shield ; 
Secure of conquest, sent him to the field : 
The hero acted what the queen ordain'd : 
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So waa hia fame complete, and Andromede un- 
ci] ain'd. 
Meantime amidst her native tempJes sate 
The goddess, studious of lier Grecian's fate, 
Taught them in laws and letters to excel. 
In acting justly, and in writing well. 
Thus whilst she did her Tarious power dispose. 
The world was freed from tyrants, wars, and woes : 
Virtue was taught in verse, and Athen's glory rose. 



A LETTER 

TO MONSIEUR B0ILEAUDE9PREAUX, OCCASIONED 
BY THE TICTORT AT BLENOBIM, MDCCIV. 

Defioiunt: neque eiiim quivis horrertiii pilia 
Agmina, nee fracta pereuntes ouspide Gallos. 

HoK. SnC I. L. 2. 

Since hir'd for life, tliy servile Muse must sing 

Successive conquests, and a glorious king ; 

Must of a man immortal vainly boast. 

And bring him lanreU, whatsoe'er they cost : 

What turn wilt thou employ, what colours lay 

On the event of that superior day, 

In which one English subject's prosperous hand 

(So Jove did will ; so Anna did command) 

Broke the proud column of thy master's praise. 

Which sixty winters had conspir'd to raise ? 
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From the lost field a hundred standards brought 
Must be the work of Chance, and Fortune's fault : 
BaTaria's stai-s must be accus'd, which shone 
That fatal day the mighty work was done, 
With rays oblique upon the Gallic sun. 
Some denioii envying France misled the tight ; 
And Mara mistook, though Louis order'd right. 

"When thy* young Muse invok'd the tuneful Nine, 
To say how Louis did not pass the Rhine, 
Wliat work had we with Wageninghen, Amhdm, 
Places that could not be reduc'd to rhyme ! 
And though the poet made his last efforts, 
'W'urts — who could mention in heroic — Wurts ? 
But, tell me, hast thou reason to complain 
Of the rough triumphs of the last campaign ; 
The Danube rescued, and the empire sav'd. 
Say, is the majesty of verse retriev'd ? 
And would it prejudice tliy softer vein, 
To sino' the princes, Louis and Eugene r 
Is it too hard in happy verse to place 
The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and Maes ? 
Her wiiniora Anna sends from Tweed and Thames, 
That France may fall by more harmonious names, 
Canst thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear? 
Would Ingoldsby or Palmes offend thy ear? 
And is there not a sound in Marlborough's name, 
Which thou, and all thy brethren ought to claim, 
Saered to vei-se, and sure of endless fame ? 

1 Epiatre i. du 8r. Boilesu DespteauK an Kjy. 
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Cutts is in meti'e soinefliiiig harsh to reaJ ; 
Place me tJie valiant Gouram in his stead : 
Let the intenlion make the number good : 
Let generoua Sylvius speak for lionest Wood. 
And though rough Churchill scarce in verse will 

So aa to have one rhyme at his command : 
With ease the hard reciting Blenheim's plain, 
May close the verse, remembering but the Dane. 

I grant, old friend, o!d foe, (for such we are 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war) 
That we poetic folks, who must I'estraia 
Our measur'd sayings in an equal chain, 
Have troubles utterly unknown to those 
Wlio let their fancy loose in rambling prose. 

For instance now, how liai'd is it for me 
To make my matter and my verse agree ! 
" In one great day on Hochstet's fatal plain, 
French and Bavaiians twenty thousand slain j 
Push'd through the Danube to the shores of 

Styx 
Squadrons eighteen, hattaiions twenty-six : 
OfBcers captive made and private men, 
Of these twelve hundred, of those thousands ten. 
Tents, ammunition, colours, carriages, 
Cannon, and kettle-drams !" — sweet numbers these. 
But is it thus you English bai'ds compose F 
With Runic lays thus tag insipid prose? 
And when you should your heraes' deeds rehearse. 
Give us a commissary's list in vei-se ? 

VOL. I. 16 
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\fhy, faith '. Despreaux, there's sense in what 
you say : 
I told you where my difficulty lay : 
So vast, so numerous were great Blenheim's spoils, 
They scom the hounds of verse, and mock the 

Muse's toils. 
To make the rough recital aptly chime, 
Or bring the sum of Gallia's loss to rhyme, 
"Tis mighty hard: what poet would essay 
To count the streamers of my Lord Mayor's-day ? 
To number all the several dishes di'est 
By honest Lara.b, last coronation feast ? 
Or make arithmetic and epic meet, 
And Newton's thoughts in Dryden's style repeat ? 

O Poet, had it been Apollo's will, 
Thai I had shar'd a portion of thy skill: 
Had this poor breast receiv'd the heavenly beam ; 
Or could I hope my verse might reach my theme ; 
Yet, Boileau, yet the labouring Muse should 

strive, 
Beneath the shades of Marlborough's wreatlis to 

Should call aspiring gods to bless her choice ; 
And to their favourite strains exalt her voice, 
Arms and a queen to sing ; who, great and good, 
From peaceful Tliames to Danube's wandermg 

flood, 
Sent forth the terror of her high commands. 
To save the nations from invading hands. 
To prop fair Liberty's declining cause. 
And fix the jarring world with equal laws. 
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Tiie queen should sit in Windsor's saci'ed grove. 
Attended hy the gods of war and love : 
Both should with equal zeal her sa " 
To fix her joys, or to extend her power. 

Sudden, the Nymphs and Trilons should appear ; 
And as great Aram's smiles dispel their fear, 
With active dance should her ohservanee claim ; 
With vocal shell should sound her happy name. 
Their mastor Thames should leave the neighb'ring 

shore, 
By his strong anchor known, aJid silver oar ; 
Should lay his ensigns at his sovereiga's feet, 
And audience mild with humble grace enti-eat. 

To her, his dear defence, he should complain, 
That whilst he blesses her indulgent reign ; 
Whilst furthest seas are by his fleets sui-vey'd. 
And on his happy banks each India laid ; [Saai-, 
His brethren Maese, and Waal, and Rhine, and 
Feel the hard burden of oppressive war : 
That Danube scarce ret^ns his rightful course 
Agtonst two rebel armies' neighbouring force : 
And aU must weep sad captives to the Seine, 
Unless unchain'd and freed by Britain's queen. 

The valiant sovereign calls her general forth i 
Neither recites her bounty, nor his worth : 
She («lls him, he must Europe's fate redeem, 
And by that labour merit her esteem ; 
She bids him wait her to the sacred hall ; 
Shows him prince Edward, and the conquei-'d Gaul ; 
Fixing the bloody cross upon his breast, 
Says, he must die, or succour the distress'd : 
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Placing the saint an emblem by his side, 
She felb him Virtue ai-m'd must conquer lawless 
Pride. 
The hero bows obedient, and retires : 
The queen's commands exalt the warrior's fires. 
His steps are to the silent woods inclin'd. 
The gi-eat design revolving in his mind : 
When to his sight a heavenly form appears : 
Her hand a palm, her head a lawel wears. 

Me, she begins, the fturest child of Jove, 
Below for ever sought, and bless'd above ; 
Me, the bright source of wealth, and power, and 

fame} 
(Nor need I say, Victoria is my name) 
Me the great father down to thee has sent : 
He bids me wait at thy distinguish'd tent, 
To execute what Anna's wish would have : 
Her subject thou, I only am her slave. 

Dare then, thou much belov'd by smiling fate, 
For Anna's sake, and in her name, be great : 
Go forth, and be to distant nations known, 
My future fe,vouril«, and my darling son. 
At Schellenbergh I'll manifest sustain 
Thy glorious cause ; and spread my wings again, 
Conspicuous o'er thy helm, in Blenheim's plain. 
The goddess said, nor would admit reply ; 
But cut the liquid air, and gain'd the sky. 

His high commission is thwugli Britain known : 
And throning armies to his standard run, 
He marches thoughtful, and he speedy sails : 
(Bless him, ye seas ! and prosper him, ye galea !) 
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Belgia receives him welcome to lier sliorep, 
And William's dealli witli leasen'd grief deplores : 
His presence only must retiieve tliat loss ; 
Marlborough to her must be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from these low abodes 
Kecall'd, was gather'd to his kindred gods ; 
Alcides respited by prudent fate, 
Suatain'd the ball, nor droop'd beneath the weight 

Secret and swift behold the chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire join'd, and friend to France : 
The British general dooms tlie fight ; his sword 
I>readliil he draws : the captains wait the word. 
Anne and St. George ! the charging hero cries : 
Shrill echo from the neighbouring wood replies, 
Anne and St. George, — At that auspicious sign 
The standards move ; the adverse armies join. 
Of eight great hours. Time measures out the sands ; 
And Europe's fate in doubtftil balance stands ; 
The ninth, Victoria conies : — o'er Mai'lborough's 

Confess'd she sits ; the hostile troops recede : 
Triumphs the goddess, fi-om her promise freed. 

The eagle, by the British lion's might 
Unchain'd and free, directs her upward flight : 
Hor did she e'er with stronger pinions soar 
From Tyber's banks, than now from Danube's 

Fir'd with the thoughts which these ideas raise, 
And great ambition of my country's praise ; 
rhe English Muse should like the Mantuan rise. 
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Scornful of earth and clouds, sLould reach the skies, 
With wonder (though with envy still) pursued by 
liuman eyes. 
But we must change the style— just now I s^d, 
I De'er was master of the tuneful trade ; 
Or the small genius which my youth could boast. 
In pi-ose and business lies extinct and lost 
Btess'd if I may some younger muse excite, 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That from Marseilles to Calais, France may know, 
As we have conquerors, we have poets too ; 
And either laurel does in Bi-itain grow ; 
That, though amongst ourselves, with too much 

We sometimes wrangle, when we should debate! 

(A consequential ill which freedom draws ; 

A bad effect, but from a noble cause) j 

We can with universal zeal advance. 

To curb the faithless arrogance of France j 

Nor ever shall Britannia's sons refuse 

To. answer to thy master or thy muse ; 

Nor want just subject for victorious strains; 

While Marlborough's aim eternal laurels gain ; 

And where old Spenser sung, a new Eliza reigns. 
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FOR THE PLAN OF A FOUNTAIN, 
On which aie the Effigies of the Queen on a Triumphal 
Arch, IhB Duka of Mflilborough beneath, and the chief 
Eivera of tha World round the whole Work. 

Te active streams, where'er your waters flow, 
Let distant climes and furfhest nations know. 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been 

taught, 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlboi-ongh 

fought, 

Quacunque a^temo properatia, fluraina, lapsu, 
Divisis latd terris, populisque remotis, 
Dicite, nam vobia Tamisis narravit et Ister, 
Anna quid imperils potuit,quid Mai-lburus annis. 



THE CHAMELEON. 

As the Chameleon, who is known 
To have no colors of his own : 
But borrows from his neighbour's hui 
Hia white or black, his green or blue 
And struts as much in ready light. 
Which credit gives him upon sight ; 
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Aa if the rainbow were in tail 

Settled on him, and liis heirs male ; 

So the young squire, when first he comes 

From country school to Will's or Tom's : ^ 

And equally, in truth is fit 

To be a statesman or a wit ; 

Without one notion of his own, 

He saunters wildly up and down ; 

Till some acquaintance, good or bad, 

Takes notice of a staring lad ; 

Admits him in among the gang : 

They jest, reply, dispute, harangue ; 

He a«ts and talks, as they befriend him, 

Smear'd with the colours which they lend h 

Thus merely, as his fortune chances. 
His merit or his vice advances. 

If haply he the sect pursues, 
That read and comment upon news ; 
He takes up their mysterious face : 
He drinks his coffee without laee. 
This week his mimic-tongue runs o'er 
What they have said the week before ; 
His wisdom sets all Europe right. 
And teaches Marhoi-ough when to fight. 

Or if It he his fate to meet 
With folks who have more wealth than wit 
He loves cheap port, and double bub ; 
And settles in the hum-drum club: 
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He learns Iiow stocks will fall or rise j 
Holds poverty tLe greatest vice ; 
Thiuka wit the bane of conversation ; 
And says that learning spoils a nation. 

But if, at first, he minds his hits, 
And drinks champagne among the wits ! 
Five deep he toasts the towering lasses ; 
Repeats you versea wrote on glasses ; 
Is in the chair ; prescribes the law ; 
And lies with those he never saw. 



MERRY ANDllEW. 

Sly Meriy Andrew, the last Southwark fair 
(At Bartiiol'mcw he did not much appear : 
So peevish was the edict of the Mayor) 
At Southwark therefore as his tricks he show'd. 
To please our masters, and his friends tlie crowd ; 
A huge neat's tongue he in liis right hand held : 
His left waa with a good hlack pudding flU'd. 
With a grave look in this odd equipage, 
The clownish mimic traverses the stage : 
Why how now, Andrew ! cries hb brother droll. 
To-day's conceit, methinks, is something dull: 
Come on, Sir, to our worthy friends explain. 
What does your emblematic worship mean ? 
Quoth Andrew ; Honest English let ua speak : 
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Your emble — (wliat d'yecall't) is keathen Greek. 
To tongue or pudding thou hast no pretence ; 
Learning thy talent is, hut mine is sense. 
That huay fool I was, wliieh thou art now j 
Desirous to correct, not knowing how : 
With very good design, hut little wit, 
Blaming or prising things, as I thought fit 
I for this conduct had what I deserv'd ; 
And dealing honestly, was almost starv'd. 
But, thanks to my indulgent stars, I eat ; 
Since I have found the secret to he great. 
0, deai-est Andrew, says the bumble droll, 
Henceforth may I obey, and thou control ; 
Provided tliou imparl thy useful skill. — 
Bow then, says Andrew ; and, for once, I will. — 
Be of your patron's mind, whate'er he says ; 
Sleep very much ! think little ; and talk less ; 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wi-ong, 
But eat your pudding, slave j and hold your tongue. 

A reverend prelate stopp'd his coach and six, 
To laugh a little at our Andrew's tricks ; 
But when he heard liim give this golden rule. 
Drive on (he cried) ; this fellow is no fool. 
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Dbak Thomas, didst thou never pop 
Thy head into a lin-man's shop ? 
There, Thomas, didst thou never see 
('Tis but by way of simile) 
A squirrel spend his little rage, 
In jumping round a i-oUing cage? 
Tlie cage, as either side turn'd up. 
Striking a ling of bells a-top ? — 

Mov'd in the orb, pleas'd with the chimes, 
The foolish creature thinks he climbs : 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it irith those meriy blades. 
That fiisk it under Pindus' shades. 
In noble songs, and lofty odes, 
They tread on stars, and talk with gods ; 
Still dancing in an aiiy round, 
Still pleas'd with their own verses' sound ; 
Brought back, how fast soe'er tliey go, 
Always aspiring, always low. 
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THE FLIES. 

Say, sire of insects, mighty Sol, 
(A Fly upon fJie chariot pole 
Ones out) what Blue-botfle alive 
Did ever with such fury drive? 
Tell Eelzehuh, great father, tell, 
(Saya t'other, perch'd upon the wheel) 
Did ever any mortal Fly 
Raise such a cloud of dust as I ? 

My judgment tum'd the whole debate : 
My valour sav'd the sinking state. 
So talk two idle buzzing things [ 
Toss up their heads, ajid stretch their wings. 
But let the trutli to light be brought : 
This neither spoke, nor t'other fought : 
!No merit in their own behaviour : 
Both rais'd, but by their party's favour. 



A PARAPHRASE FROM THE FRENCH. 

In grey-hair'd Celia's witliei''d arms 

As mighty Lewis lay, 
She cried, " If I have any charnjs, 

My dearest, let's away ! 
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For you, my love, is all ray fear. 

Hark how the drums do rattle ; 
Alas, sir ! what should you do here 

In dreadful day of hattle ? 
Let little Orange stay and fighl^ 

For danger's his diversion ; 
The wise will thint you in the right. 

Not to expose your person: 
Nor vex yoin- thoughts how to repair 

The ruins of your glory j 
Tou ought to leave so mean a care 

To those who pen your story. 
Are not Boileau and Corneille paid 

For panegyric writing ? 
They know how heroes may be made 

Without the help of flghtmg. 
When foes too saucily approach, 

Tia best to leave them fairly ; 
Put six good horses in your coach, 

And carry me to Marly. 
Let Boufleurs, to secure your fame, 

Go take some town, or buy it ; 
Wliilst you, great sir, at Nostredame, 

Te Deum sing in quiet !" 
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FROM THE GREEK 

Great Bacchus, bora in tliunder and in fire, 
By native heat asserts his dreadful sire. 
Nourish'd near shady rills and cooling streams, 
He to the nymphs avows hia amorous flames. 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 
The moral says ; mix water with your wine. 



EPIGRAM. 

Fkank carves veiy ill, yet will palm all the meats : 
He eats more than six ; and drinlis more than lie 

Four pipes after dinner he constantly smokes ; 
And seasons hia whiiFs with impertinent jokes. 
Tet sighing, he says, we must certainly break; 
And my cruel unkindness compels him to speak ; 
Por of late I invite him — but four times a week. 



To John I ow'd great obligation ; 

But John unhappily thought fit 
To publish it to all the nation : 

Sure John and I are more than quit. 



h/ Google 



Yes, cTeiy poet is a foo! r 

By demonstration Ned can show it : 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 

Prove every fool to be a poet. 



Tht nags, (the leanest things alive) 
So very hard thou lov'st to drive ; 
I heard thy anxious coachman say. 
It cost thee more In whips than hay. 



TO A PERSON WHO WROTE ILL, 
AND SPOKE WOKSE AGAINST ME. 

Lie, Phiio, untouch'd on my peaceable shelf; 

Nor taie it amiss, that so little I heed thee : 
I've no envy to thee, and some love to myself: 

Then why should I answer ; since first I must 
read thee ? 

Drunk with Helicon's waters and double-hreVd 
bub, 
Be a linguist, a poel, a critic, a wag ; 
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To the solid delight of thy well-judging club, 
To the damage alone of thy hookseller Brag. 

Pursue me with satire : what hai-m is there in't 

But from all viva voce reflection forbear : 
There can be no danger from what thou shalt 

There may bealittlc from what Ihoumaj'st swea 



"While, faster than his costive brain indites, 
Philo's quick hand in flowing letters writes ; 
His case appears to me like honest Teague's, 
When he was run away with, by his legs, 
Phosbus, give Philo o'er himself command ; 
Quiclien bis senses, or restrain bis hand ; 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink : 
So may he cease to write, and learn to think. 



" QUID SIT 5-DTUEUM CEAS FUGE 
QU^ERERE." 

Foe what to-morrow shall disclose, 
May spoil what you to-night propose : 
England may change ; or Cloe stray: 
Love and life are for to-day. 
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i ISALLAD OF THE NOTBKOWNB MAYDK.i 



Be it ryght, or wrong, lliese men among on women 

do complayne ; 
Affjrmynge tins— how tliat it is a labour spent in 

' This BnoLei.t poem was origlndly printed in an old 

black-letter book, entitled, The Customes of London or Ar- 

noMe-a Chronicle, which Mr. Capell supposes appeared aboot 

th J 16 1 According to that gentleman's opinion— "It 

ce I hily written in the beginning of the sixteenth oen- 

turj and t sooner: fha curious in these matters, who 

h 11 la doubt of what is here asserted through 

mbran f what he has seen advanced by a poet of 

It d TB is d sired to look into the works of tlie great 

Th mis J! e, and parfionlarly into a poem that stands 

t th h d f them, and from thence receive conviction; 

f m f rhymes, sameness of orthography, and a very 

affi ty f words and phrases be capable of giving it." 

Th p f f 1 e days mantioned above, is certainly Mr. 

P wh m the edition of his poems published in 1T18, 

h d rt d t to have baen written three htmdred years 

Wh 1 1 1 him to that mistaken notion, was probably 

w ter th lluses Mercury for Jra^e 170J, who con- 

t re that it was written about the year Ii72. The 

ra vr t s, and the ballad saems to confirm it, that 

th p rs presented ara a young Lord, the Earl of 

W tm I I p-^" ^^A n i^A — r. ^_ — 1 .. ■.. .... 



■\f C p 11 

\0L I 17 



ladyof equal quality. The copy 
hitherto been printed being veiy 
I according to that published by 
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To love them wele ; for never a tlelc they love a. 

man agayne ; 
For late a man do what ho can, theyr favour to 

attayue, 
Tet, yf a neive do thera pursue, tlicyr fyret tnie 

lover than 
Lahoureth for nouglit ; for from her thougTit he is 

a banyshed man. 
B. 
I say nat, nay, but that all day it is bothe writ and 

sayd, 
That woraens fayth is, as who sayth, all utterly 

decayed : 
But, neverthelesse, ryght good wytnesse in this 

case might be layed, 
That they love true, and continue ; recorde the not- 

browne mayde ', 
Which, when her love came, her to prove, to her to 

make his mone, 
Wolde nat depart ; for in her hart slio loved but 

hym alone. 

Tlian betwayne us late us dyaeus what was all the 

man ere 
Betwayne f hem tu*o : we wyll also teli all the payne, 

and fere. 
That she was in ; nowe T begyn, so f iint ye me an- 

Wherefore, all ye, that present be, I pray you give 
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I am the knyght ; I come hj nyght, as secret as I 

Sayinge, Alas, tlnis standetli tLe case, I am a ba^ 
nyelied man. 

And I your wyll for to fulfyll in this wyll nat re- 

Trustynge to shewe in wordes fewe, that men have 
ni, jll me 

{To fheyr own shame) women to blame, and cause- 
lesse them accuse ; 

Therfore to yon I answere nowe, all women to ex- 
cuse, — 

Myne owne liart dere, with you what chcro ? I pray 
you, tell anone ; 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love hut you 
alone. 

It standeth so ; a dede is do, whereof grete hai'me 

shall gj'owe : 
My destiny is for to dy a shamefull deth, I trowe ; 
Or elles to fle : the one must he ; none other way 

I knowe, 
But to wilhdi'awe as an outlawe, and take me to 

my bowe. 
WTierfore, adue, my owne havt true ! none other 

rede I can ; 
For T must to the grene wode go, alone, a hanyslied 
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Lorde, what is tJiis worklj-s blysse, that cbaungeth 

as the inone ! 
The somers day in lusty Jlay is derked liefore the 

1 here you say, farewell ; nay, nay, we depart nat 

Why say ye so ? wheder wyll ye go ? alas, what 

have ye done ? 
AL my weliilTe to soi-rowe and care sholde chaunge, 

yf ye were gone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankytide I love but you 

alone. 

I can beleve, it shall you grave, and somwhat you 

dyatrayne : 
But, ailyrwarde, your paynes liarde witliin a day 

or twayne 
Shall sone aslate ; and ye shall tate comfort to you 

agayne- 
Why sholde ye ought ? for, to make thought, your 

lahour were in iiayne. 
And thus I do ; and pray you to, as hartely as I can ; 
For I must to the grene wode go, alone, a banyshed 



Now, sylh that ye have shewed to me the secret of 

your mynde, 
I shall he playne to you agayne, lyke as ye slial! 
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Syth it is so that ye wyll go, I wolle not leve be- 

Shall it never be sayd, the Notbrowne maycf was to 
her love unkjnde : [anone ; 

JIake you redy ; for so am I, although it were 
For, in my raynde, of all mankynde I love but yon 

Tet I you rede to take good hede what racn wyll 

thynke and say ; 
Of younge and olde it shall ho toMe, that ye be 

gone away ; 
Your wanton wyll for to fulfill, in grene wode you 

to play ; 
And that ye myght from your delyght no lenger 

make delay : 
Rather than ye sholde thus for me be called au yl! 

Yet woldelto thegrenewodego,alone,abanyshed 



Though it be soTige of olde and yongc, that I sholde 

be to blame, 
Theyrs be the charge that speke so large in hurtynge 

For I wyll prove, that faythful love it i? devoyd of 

shame ; 
In your dystresse, and hevynesse, to part wyth you, 

the same ; 
To shewe all tho that do nat so, tnie lovers are they 
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For, ill my myiide, of nil mauliyndis I love buL jou 

I counceyle you, remember hoive it is no mayden'a 

Nothynge to dout, but to reime out to wode with 

an oullawe : 
For ye must there in your hand bere a bowe, redy 

to drawe ; 
And, as El thefe, thus must you ly ve, ever in drede 

aud awe ; 
Whereby to you grete harme myght growe : yet 

had I lever thau, 
That I had to the grene ivodo go, alone, a banyshed 



I say nat, nay, but as ye say, it is no mayden's lore : 
But love may make me, for your sake, as I have 

sayd before, 
To come on fote, to hunt, and shote, to get us mefe 

For so that I your company may have, I aike no 

From which to part, it maketh my iiart as coldc as 

ony stone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

For an outlawe, this is the lawe, — that men hym 
take and bynde ; 
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■Without pytB, hanged to be, and waver with tlie 

wyiide. 
Yf I hiid Bede, {as God forbede !) wliat socom-a 

coude ye fynde ? 
For sotke I trowe, ye and yoiirbowe for fere wolde 

drawe behynde : 
And no mei-vayle ; for lyt«ll avayle were in your 

cotmceyle flian : 
Wiieribre Til to the gi-ene wode go, alone, a ba- 

nyshed man. 

Eyght wele know ye, tliat women be but feble for 

to fyght ; 
No womanhede it is, indede, to be bolde as alsnyght : 
Tet, in such fere yf that ye were with enemyes 

day and nyght, 
I wolde withataode, with bowe in hands, to hcipe 

you with my myght, 
And you to save ; as women have from deth many 

a one; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

Tet take good hede ; for ever I di-ede that ye coiide 

nat sustayne 
The thornie wayes, the depe valeies, the snowe, 

the frost, the rayne. 
The colde, the hete ; for, drye, or wete, we must 

lodge on the playne ; 
And, us above, none other rofe but a brake, bush, 

or twayne : 
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Which sone sholde greve you, I beleve ; and ye 

wolde gladly than 
That I had to the grene wode go, a lone, a hanyshed 



Syth I have here been partynere with you of joy 

Mid biysse, 
I must also parte of your wo endure, as reson is : 
Yet am I sure of one plesure ; and shortely, it is 

Tliat, where ye be, me semeth, parde, 1 coude not 

fare amysse. 
Without moi-e speche, I you beseche that we were 

shortely gone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

Tf ye go thyder,ye must consider, — ivhan ye have 

lust to dyne, 
Tliere shall no mete, be for to gete, ncyther here, 

ale, ne wyne ; 
Ne shetes clene to lye betwene, maden of thredo 

and twyne j 
None other house, but leves and bowes, to cover 

your hed and myne : 
myne hart swete, this evyll dy^fe sholde make 

you pale and wan ; 
Wlicrfore I'll to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- 
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Amongc tlic wyldc dcro, such an arcliere as men 

say that ye lie, 
May ye nat fayle of good vitayle, where is so grete 

plente ? 
And water clere of the ry vere shall be full swete to 

Wilh wbich in hele I shall ryght wale endure, iis 

ye shall see : 
And, or we go, abeddeortwolcanprovydeanone; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love hut you 

Lo yet, before, ye must do more, yf ye wyll go with 

As cut your here above yourere, your kyrtel above 

the kne ; 
With bowe in hande, for to withstande your ene- 

myes, yf nede be : 
And, this same nyght, before diiy-lyglit, to wofle- 

warde wyll I fle. 
Tf that ye wyll all this fuliiil, do it shortely as ye 

Els wyll I to the grene wode go, alone, a banyshed 



I shall as nowe do more for j-im than longeth lo 

womanhede ; 
To shorte my here, a bow to bere, lo shote in tyme 
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my swete mother, before all other for you I have 

most drede ; 
But iiowe,adue ! I must ensue where fortune dotli 

me lede. — 
All this make ye : nou'c let us flc ; the day coraeth 

fast upon ; 
Foi', in my mynde, of all mankynde I love hut you 

Nay, nay, nat so; ye shal nat go, and I shall tell 

you why, — 
Your appetyght is to lie lyght of love, I wele espy : 
For, lyke as ye have sayed to me, in lyke wyse 

hardely 
Ye wolde answere, whosoever it were, in way of 

company. 
It is sayd of olde, — Sone hote, aone colde ; and 

BO is a womtln : 
For I must to the grene wode go, alone, a haiiyshed 



Yf ye take hede, it is no nede sucli wordes to say 

For oft ye prayed, and long assayed, or I yoii 

loved, parde ; 
And though that I of auncestry a baron's daughter 

be, 
Yet have you proved howe I you loved, a squyer 

of lowe degre ; 
And ever shall, whatso befall ; to dye therefore 
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For, in iny myude, of nil nianltyiidc I love but you 
alone. 

A baron's chylde to Ije bogylde ! it were a cnrsed 

To be felawe iritli an oatliiwe ! Almiglity God fcr- 

Tea, Ijeter were, the pore aiinjei-e alone to forest 

Than ye sliolde say anotlier day, that by my cursed 

Ye were betrayed : wheifore, good mayd, the best 

I'ede that I can, 
Is, that I to the gi-een wode go, alone, a banyshed 

Whatever befall, I never shall of tliis thyng you 
upbrayd : 

But yf ye go, and leve me so, than have ye me be- 
trayed. 

Remember you wele howe that ye dele ; for, yf ye 
be aa ye sayd, 

Te were unkynde, to leue behynde, your love, the 
notbrowne mayd. 

Trust me truly, that I shall dy sone after ye be gone i 

For, in my mynde, of all maukynde I love but you 
alone. 

Yf that ye went, ye sholde repent; for in the foi-est 
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I tave punajed me of a m.yd, «to.n I love more 

ttan you; 
Anotler fajrfre than erer ye were, I 4are it wole 

avowe ; 
And of you botbe eche slioUe be wrothe ivith other, 

It were myne ese, to ly ve ia peae ; so wyll I, yf I 

Wkerfore I to the grene wode go, alone, a ba- 
nyshed man. 

Though in the wode I undyratode yc had a para- 

AJl this may nought remove my thought, but that 

I will be your: 
And she shall fynde me soft, and kynde, and cour- 

teys every hour ; 
Glad to fiiifyll all that she wyU commaunde me, to 

my power : 
For had ye, lo, an hundred mo, yet ivolde I be that 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

Myne own dere love, I se tlie prove that ye be kynde, 

and true ; 
Of mayde, and wyfe, in aO my lyfe, the best that 

ever I knewe. 
Be mery and glad, be no more Pad, the case is 

chaunged newe ; 
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For it were rutlic, that, for your truthe, ye shoHe 

have cause to rewe : 
Be nat dismayed ; whatsoever I sayd to you, whan 

I began, 
I will nat (o the greae wode go, I ara no banyshed 



These tydings be more gladder to me than to be 

made a queue, 
Yf I were sure they sholde endure : but it is often 

Whan men wyll breke promyse, they speke the 

wordes on the splene ; 
Ye shape some wyle, me to begylc, and stele from 

Than were the case worse than it was, and I moi-e 



For, in ray mynde, of all mankynde I love but yon 
alone. 

Ye shall nat iiede fui-ther to drede ; I wyll not dys- 

You (God defende I) syth you descend of so grete 

lyn^e. 
Mowe understande, — to Westmarlande, which Is 

myne herytage, 
I wyll you bringe ; and with a rynge, by way of 

maryage 
I wyll you take, and lady make, as shortely as I 
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n crlys son, anil not a baiijslied 



Hei-e may ye se, tiiat women be, in luve, meke, 

kynde, and stable : 

Late never man reprove them than 

Euf, rather, pray God, tiiat we miiy to them be 

comfortable, 
Which sometyme proved such as he loved, yf they 

be charytable. 
Forsoth, men wolde that women sholde be meke to 

tliem eche one ; 
Moche more ought they to God obey, and serve 

but hym alone. 



HENRY AND EMMA. A POEM. 

CrON THE MODEL or THE NUT-HROVVN 1 



Thou, to whose eyes I bend, at whose command 
(Though low my voice, though artless be my hand) 
I take the sprightly reed, and sing, and play ; 
Careless of what the censuring world may say : 
Bright Cloe, object of my constant vow, 
Wilt thou awhOe unbend thy serious brow ; 
Wilt thou with pleasure hear thy lover's strains, 
And witli one heavenly smile o'erpay his paina? 
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No longer shall the Nut-brown Maid be old ; 
Though since her youth three hundred yeara have 
At thy desire she shall again be raised ; [roll'd : 
And her reviving charms in lasting verse be prais'd. 

No longer man of woman shall complain, 
That he may love, and not be lov'd again : 
That we in vain the fickle sex pursue, 
Who change the constant lover for the new. 
"Whatever has been writ, whatever said, 
Of female passion feign'd or faith decay'd : 
Henceforth shall in my verse refuted stand, 
Be said to winds, or writ upon the sand. 
And, while my notes to future times proclaim 
Unconquer'd love, and ever-diu'ing flame ; 
fairest of the sex I be thou my Muse : 
Deign on my work thy influence to difiiise. 
Let me partake the blessings I rehea,rse, 
And gi-ant me, love, the just reward of verse ! 

As beauty's potent queen, with every grace 
That once was Emma's, has adorn'd Ihy face ; 
And as her son lias to my bosom dealt 
That constant flame, which faitliful Henry felt ; 
let the story with tliy hfe agree : 
Let men once more the bright example see ; 
Wliat Emma was to him, he thou to me. 
Nor send me by thy frown from her I love. 
Distant and sad, a banish'd man to rove. 
But oh ! ivith pity, long-entreated, ci'own 
My pains and hopes ; and when thou say'st that one 
Of all mankind thou lov'st, oh ! think on me lUone. 



h/ Google 



214 THE roEJis 

Where beauteous Isis and her husband Tame 
With mingled waves for ever flow the same, 
In times of yore aa ancient baron liv'd ; 
Great gifts bestow'd, and great respect receiv'd. 

"When dreadfiil Edward with, successful care 
Led liis free Britons to the Gallic war ; 
This lord had headed his appointed bands, 
In firm allegiance to his king's commands ; 
Aud (all due honoura f^thfully discharg'd) 
Had brought back his paternal eoat enlarg'd 
With a new mark, the witness of his toil, 
And no inglorious part of foreign spoil. 

From the loud camp i-etir'd and noisy court, 
In honourable ease and rural spori. 
The remnant of his days he safely paas'd ; 
Nor found they lagg'd too slow, nor flew too fast. 
He made his wish with hia estate comply, 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter chaste and fair, 
His age's comfort, and his fortune's heir. 
They call'd her Emma ; for the beauteous dame, 
Who gave the virgin birth, had borne the name ; 
The name th' indulgent father doubly lov'd ; 
For in the child the mother's charms improv'd. 
Yet as, when little, round his knees she play'd, 
He call'd her oft in sport his Nul>brown Maid, 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word 
(As stiU they please, who imitate their lord) ; 
Usage con&m'd what fancy had begun ; 
The mutual terms aroiuid the lands were known ; 
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And Emma aiid the Nut-trown Maid were one. 

As with her stature, still her cliarma imcreas'd ; 
Through all the isle her beauty was confess'd. 
Oh I what perfection must that virgin share, 
Who fairest is esteem'd, where all are fair ! 
From distant shires repair the noble youth, 
And find report for once had lessen'd truth. 
By wonder iirat, and then by passion mov'd, 
They came ; they saw ; they marvell'd ; and they 

By public praises, and by secret sighs, 
Each own'd the general power of Emma's eyes. 
In tilts and tournaments the valiant strove, 
By glorious deeds to purchase Emma's love. 
In gentle verse the witty told their flame, 
And grao'd lieir choicest songs with Emma's 

In vain they combated, in vain they writ : 
Useless their strength, and impotent their wit. 
Great Venus only must direct the dart. 
Which else will never reach tlie fair one's heart, 
Spite of th' attempts of force, and soft effects of 

Great Venus must prefer the happy one : 
In Henry's cause her favour must be shoHTi : 
And Emma, of mankind, must love but him alone. 

While these in public to the castle came. 
And by their grandeur justified their flame ; 
More secret ways the careful Heniy takes ; 
His squires, his ai-ms, and equipage forsakes : 

VOL. I. 18 
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In borrow'd name and false attire array'd, ^ 
Oft he finds means to see the beauteous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntamaa's hahit drest, 
Henry on foot pursuea the bounding beast. 
In his riglit hand his beechen pole he beai-s : 
And gi-aeeful at his side his horn he wears. 
StiU to the glade, where she has bent her way. 
With knowing skill he drives the future prey ; 
Bids her decline the hill, aiid shun the brake ; 
And shews the path her steed may safest Uke ; 
Directs her spear to fix the glorious wound 5 
Pleas'd in his toils to have her triumph crown d ; 
And blows her pi-aises hi no common sound. 
A falconer Heniy is, when Emma hawks : 
With her of tarsels and of lures he talks. 
Upoa his wrist the towering merlin stands, 
Practia'd to rise, and stoop at her commands. 
And when superior now the bird has flown. 
And headlong biwght the tumbling quarry down ; 
With humble reverence he accosts the fair. 
And with the honour'd feathei- decks her hair. 
Yet still, as from the spoi-tive field she goes, 
His downcast eye reveals his inward woes ; 
And by his look and sorrow is express'd, 
A nobler game pursued than bird or beast. 

A shepherd now along the plain he roves ; 
And, with his jolly pipe, deUghts the groves. 
The neighbouring swains around the sti-anger 

Or to admire, or emulate his song : 
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"VVhile with aoft sorrow he renews his lays, 
Nor heedful of their envy, nor their pr^se. 
But, soon as Emma's eyes adorn tlie plfun, 
Hia notes he raises la a nobler strain, 
With dutiful respect, and studious fear; 
Lest any careless sound offend her ear. 

A frantic gipsy now, the house he haunts, 
And in wild phrases speaks dissembled wants. 
With die fond maid? in palmistry he deals : 
They tell the secret first, which lie reveals ; 
Says who shall wed, and who shall be beguil'd ; 
What groom shall get, and 'squire maintmn the 

child. 
But, when bright Emma would her fortune know, 
A softer look unbends his opening brow ; 
With trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 
And in soft accents forms the kind reply ; 
That she shall prove as fortunate as fair ; 
And Hymen's choicest gifts are all reserv'd for her. 

Now oft had Hemy chang'd his sly disguise, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Emma's eyes ; 
Ofl had found means alone to see the dame, 
And at her feet to breathe his amorous flame j 
And oft the pangs of absence to remove 
By letters, soft interpreters of love : 
Till Time and Industry (the mighty two 
That bring our wishes neai-er to our view) 
Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 
Eeceiv'd his vows with no reluctant ear ; 
That Venus had conflrm'd her equal I'eign, 
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And dealt to Emma's heart asLare of Hetiry'a pwn. 
Wliile Cupid snul'd, by kind occasion bless'd. 
And, with tlie secret kept, the love increas'd ; 
The amorous youth frequents the silent gi-oves ; 
And much he meditates, for much he loves. 
He loves : 'tis true ; and is beloved again : 
Great are his joya : but will they long remaia '' 
Emma with smiles receives his present flame ; 
But smiling, will she ever be the same ? 
Beautiful looks are ruled by fickle minds ; 
And summer seas are tum'd by sudden winds. 
Another bve may gain her easy youth : 
Time changes thought ; and flattery conquers truth. 

impotent estate of human life ! 
Where hope and fear maintain eternal strife ! 
Whei-e fleeting joy does lasting.doubt inspire; 
And most we question what we most desire I 
Amongst thy vai-ious gifts, great Heaven, bestow 
Our cup of love unmix'd ; forbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in ; nor pall the draught 
With nauseous grief: for our ill-judging thought 
Hardly enjoys the pleasurable taste ; 
Or deems it not sincere ; or fears it cannot last. 

"With wishes rais'd, with jealousies opprest, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breast) 
By one great trial he resolves to prove 
The faith of woman, and the force of love. 
If scanning Emma's virtues he may find 
That beauteous frame enclose a steady mind, 
Hell fix his hope, of future joy secure. 
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And live a slave to Hymen's happy power. 
But if the fair one, as he fears, is frail ; 
If, pois'd aright in reason's equal scale, 
Light fly her merit, and her faults prevail ; 
His mind he vows to free from amorous care, 
Tlie latent miscliief from his heart to tear. 
Resume his azure arms, and shine again in war. 

South of the castle, in a verdant glade, 
A spreading beech extends her friendly shade : 
Here oft the nymph his breatliing vows had heard ; 
Here oft her silence had her heart declar'd. 
Aa active spring awak'd her infajit buds, 
And genial Ufe inform'd the verdant woods { 
Henry in knots involving Emma's name, 
Had half express'd and half coneeal'd his flame, 
Upon this tree : and, as the tender mark 
Grew with the year, and widn'd with the bark, 
Venus had heard the virgin's soil address, 
That, aa the wound, the passion might increase. 
As potent Nature shed her kindly showers, 
And deek'd the various mead with opening flowers ; 
Upon this tree the nymph's obliging care 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair ; 
Wliich as with gay delight the lover found, 
Pleas'd with his conquest, with her present croivn'd. 
Glorious through all the plains he oft had gone, 
And to each swain the mystic honour shown ; 
The gift still prais'd, the giver still unknown. 
His seci-et note the troubled Hemy writes ; 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites : 
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Imperfect words and dubious teiins express, 
Thai unforeseen mischance disturb'd his peace ; 
That he must something to her ear commend. 
On which lier conduct and hia life depend. 

Soon as the fair one had the notereceiv'd, 
The remnant of the day alone she griev'd : 
For different this from every former not«, 
Whicli Venus dictated, and Henry wrote ; 
Which told her all his future hopes were kid 
On the dear bosom of his Nut-brown Maid; 
Which always hless'd her eyes, and own'd her power, 
And bid her oii adieu, yet added more. 
Now nightadvanced. The house in sleep were laid : 
The nui-se experieac'd, and the prying maid ; 
At last that sprite, which does incessant haunt 
The lover's steps, the ancient maiden-aunt. 
To hei- dear Henry Emma wings her way. 
With quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delays 
"For bve, fantastic power, that is afraid 
To stir abroad till watchfulness be l^d. 
Undaunted then o'er cliffs and valleys strays, 
And leads his votaries safe through pathless ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes shall fliid 
Where Cupid goes : though he, poor guide ! is 
blind. 

The maiden iirst arriving, sent her eye 
To ask, if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear and with desire, with joy and pain, 
She sees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh ! his steps proclaim no lover's haste: 



h/ Google 



OF I'KiOB. 221 

On the low ground his fix'd regards are cast ; 
His artful bosom heaves dissembled sighs ; 
And tears subora'd fall copious from his eyes. 

With ease, alas ! we oi-edit what we love : 
His painted grief floes real soitow move 
In the afflicted f^r ; adown lier cheek 
Trickling the genuine tears their current break ; 
Attentive stood tke mournlul nymph : the nmu 
Broke silence first : the tale alternate ran. 



Sincere, tell me, hast thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feiga ? 
Has thy uncertain bosom ever strove 
With the first tumults of a real love ? 
HftBt thou now dreaded, and now blest his sway. 
By turns averse, and joyfiil to obey ? 
Thy virgin soflness hast thou e'er bewaii'd ; 
As Eeason yielded, and as Love prevail'd? 
And wept the potent god's resistless dart. 
His killing pleasure, his ecstatic smart, 
And heavenly poison thrilling thi-ough thy heart ? 
If so, with pity view my wretched state ; 
At least deplore, and then forget my fate : 
To some more happy knight reserve thy charms ; 
By Fortune fevoui-'d, and successful arms : 
And only, as the sun's revolving ray 
Brings back each year this melancholy day. 
Permit one sigh, and set apajt one tear. 
To an abandon'd exile's endless care. 
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For me, alas ! ouU^ast of human n 
Love's anger only waifs, and dire d 
For lo ! these hands in murther are imbrued ; 
Tliese trembling feet by justice are pursued : 
Fate calls aloud, and hastens me away ; 
A shamefiil death attends my longer stay ; 
And I this night must fly from thee and love, 
Condemn'd in lonely woods, a banish'd man, to 



What is our bliss, that changeth with the moon ; 
And day of life, that darkens ere 'tis noon ? 
"What is true passion, if unblest it dies ? 
And where is Emma's joy, if Henry flies ? 
If love, alas ! be pain ; the pwu I bear 
No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor false one feigu'd. 
The flames which long have in my bosom reign'd : 
The god of love himself inhabits there. 
With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and care, 
His complement of stores, and total war. 

O 1 cease then coldly to suspect my love ; 
And let my deed at least my faith approve, 
Alas ! no youth shall my endearment-, share ; 
Nor day nor night shall infeiiupt my care ; 
No fiiture story shall with truth upbraid 
The cold indifference of the Nut blown Maid : 
Nor to hard banishment shall Henry run, 
While careless Emma sleeps on beds of down. 
View me resolv'd, where'er thou leadst, to go. 
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Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe ; 

For I attest fair Venus and her son, 

That I, of al! mankind, will love hut tliee alone. 



Let pradenoe yet ohstruct thy v 
And take good heed, what men will think and 

say: 
That heauteous Emma vagrant courses took ; 
Her father's house and civil life forsook ; 
That, iiill of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the woodland with an exile ran. 
Reflect, that lessen'd fame is ne'er regain'd ; 
And virgin honour, once, ia always stain'd : 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil shun : 
Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 
No penance can absolve our guilty fame ; 
Nor tears, that wash out sin, can wash out shame. 
Then fly the sad effects of desperate love : 
And leave a hanish'd man through lonely woods 



Ivet Emma's hapless case he falsely told 
By the rash young, or the ill-natur'd old : 
Let every tongue its various censures choose ; 
Absolve with coldness, or with spite accuse : 
Fair truth at last her radiant beams will raise ; 
And malice vanquish'd heightens virtue's praise. 
Let then thy favour hut indulge my flight ; 
! let my presence mate thy travels light; 
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And potent Venus shall exalt my name, 

Above the rumoui-s of censorious Fame ; 

Nor from that busy demon's restless power 

WiU ever Emma other grace implore, 

Than that this ti'uth should to tie world be known, 

That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. 



But eaust thou wield the sword, andbend tlie bow ? 
With active force repel the sturdy foe ? 
When the loud tumult speaks the battle nigh. 
And winged deaths in wMstling arrows fiy ; 
Wilt thou, though wounded, yet undaunted slay, 
Perform thy part, and share the dangerous day ? 
Then, as thy strength decays, thy heart will fail. 
Thy limbs aU trembling, and tliy cheeks all pale ; 
With fruitless sorrow, thou, inglorious maid, 
WOt weep thy safety by thy love betray'd : 
Then to thy friend, by foes o'ercharg'd, deny 
Thy little useless aid, and coward fly : [love 

Then wilt thou curse the chance that made thee 
A banish'd man, condemn'd in lonely woods to rove. 



With fatal certainty Thalestris knew 
To send the arrow from the twanging yew ; 
And, great in arms, and foremost in the war, 
Bonduca brandish'd high the British spear. 
Could thirst of vengeance and desire of fame 
Excite tlie female breast with martial flame ? 
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And shall not love's diviner power inspire 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fli-e ? 

Near thee, mistrust not, constant Til abide, 
And fall, or vanquish, fighting by thy side. 
Though my inferior strength may not allow, 
Tiiat I should bear or draw the warrior bow ; 
With ready hand, I will the shaft supply, 
And joy to see thy victor arrows fly. 
Touch'd in tlie battle by the hostile reed, 
Shouldst thou (but heaven avert it !) shouldst thou 

bleed ; 
To stop the wounds, my finest lawn I'd tear, 
Wash them with tears, and wipe them with my hair ; 
Blesi, when my dangers and my toils have shown 
That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 

But canst thou, tender maid, canst thou sust^n 
Afflictive want, or hunger's pressing pain ? 
Those limbs, in lawn and softest sUk array'd. 
From sunbeams guai'ded, and of winds afraid ; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? can they resist 
The pajching dog-star, and the bleak north-east ? 
When, chiU'd by adverse snows and beatmg rain, 
We tread with weary steps the longsome plain ; 
When with hard toil we seek our evening food. 
Berries and acoms, fi'om the neighbouring, wood ; 
And find among the cliffs no other house, 
But the thin covert of some gathered boughs 
Wilt thou not then reluctant send thine eye 
Around the dreary waste ; and weeping try 
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(Though then, alas ! that tria] be too late) 
To tiad thy father's hospitahle gate, 
And seats, where ease and plenty brooduig sate ? 
Those seals, whence long excluded thou must. 

That gate, for ever bai'r'd to thy return ; 
Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated loyc, 
And hate a banish'd man, condemn'd in woods to 
rove? 

EUUA. 

• Thy rise of fortune did I only wed, 
From its decline determin'd to recede ; 
Did I but purpose to embark with tiiee 
On the smooth surface of a summer's sea; 
While gentle zephyrs play in prosperous gales, 
And fortune's favour fills the sweUing sails ; 
But would foi-siike the ship, and make the shore, 
When the winds whistle, and the tempests roar ? 
No, Henry, no : one saci-ed oath has tied 
Our loves ; one destiny our life shall guide ; 
Nor wild nor deep our common way divide. 

When from the cave thou risest with the day, 
To beat the woods, aiid rouse the bounding prey ) 
The cave with moss and branches I'll adorn, 
And cheerful sit, to wait my lord's return ; 
And, when thou frequent bringst the smitten deer 
(For seldom, archers say, thy arrows err), 
I'll fetch quick fuel from the neighbouring wood, 
And Bti'ike the sparkling flint, and dress the food; 
With humble duty and officious haste, 
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111 eult the furthest mead for thy repast ; 
Tlie choicest herbs I to thy board will bring, 
And draw thy water from the freshest spring : 
And, when at night with weary toil opprest, 
Soft slumbers thou enjoy'st, and wholesome rest ; 
Watchful I'll guard thee, and with midnight prayer 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their cai* ; 
And joyous ask, at morn's returning I'ay, 
If thou hast health, and I may bless the day. 
My thoughts shall fix, my latest wish depend, 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinsman, fether, friend 
By all these sacred names be Henry known 
To Emma's heart ; and grateful let him own. 
That she, of all mankind, could love but him alone 

HENRY. 

Vainly thou tell'st me, what the woman's care 
Shall in the wildness of the wood prepare: 
Thou, ere thou goest, unhappiest of thy kind. 
Must leave the habit and the sex behind. 
No longer shall thy comely tresses break 
In fiowing ringlets on thy snowy neck ; 
Or ait behind thy head, an ample round. 
In graceful braids with various ribbon bound : 
No longer shall the bodice, aptly lac'd. 
From thy full bosom to thy slender waist, 
That air and harmony of shape express. 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully less: 
Nor shaH thy lower garments artful plait. 
From thy fair side dependent to thy feet, 
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Arm their chaste beauties with a mode'st pride, 
And double every chaiin they seek to liide. 
Th' ambrosial plenty of thy shiuing h^r, 
Cropt off and lost, scarce lower than thy ear 
Shall stand uncouth : a horseman's coat shall hide 
TJiy taper shape, and comeliness of side ; 
Tlie short tiTink-hose shall show thy foot ami knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-sight Iree : 
And, with a bolder atiide and looser air. 
Mingled ivitli raeu; a man tJiou must appear. 

Nor solitude, nor gentle peajze of mind, 
Mistaken maid, shalt thou in forests Und : 
'Tis long since Cynthia and her ti-ain were there ; 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 
Vagrants and outlaws shall offend thy yiew ; 
For such must be my friends, a hideous crew. 
By adverse fortune mix'd in social ill, 
Train'd to assault, and disciplin'd to kill: 
Their common loves, a lewd ahandon'd paek, 
The headle's lash still fl^i-atit on their back : 
By sloth corrupted, by disorder fed. 
Made bold by want, and prostitute for bread ; 
With such must Emma hunt the tedious day, 
Assist their violence, and divide their prey : 
With such she must return at setting light, 
Though not partaker, witness of their mght. 
Thy ear, inur'd to charitable sounds 
And pitying love, must feel the hateful wounds 
Of jest obscene and vulgar ribaldiy. 
The ill-bred question, and the lew'd reply ; 
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Brought by long habitude from bad to worse, 
Must hear the fi-equent oath, the direful curse, 
That latest weapon of the wretches' war, . 
And blasphemy, sad comrade of despair. 

Now, Emma, now the last reflection make, 
What thou wouldst follow, what thou must forsake : 
By our ill-omen'd stars, and adverse Heaven, 
No middle object to thy choice is given. 
Or yield thy virtue to attain thy love ; 
Or leave a banish'd man, coiidemu'il iu woods to 



O grief of heart! that our unhappy fetes 
Force thee to suffer wliat thy lionour bates : 
Mix thee amongst the bad ; or make thee run 
Too near the paths which virtue bids thee shun. 
Yet with her Heniy still let Emma go ) 
With him abhor the vice, but share the woe : 
And sure my little heart can oever err 
Amidst fie woraf, if Henry stiU be there. 

Our outward act is prompted from within ; 
And from the sinoer's mind proceeds the sin; 
By her own choice free virtue is approv'd; 
Nor by the force of outward objects mov'd. 
Who has assay'd no danger, gains no praise. 
In a small isle, amidst tJie widest seas. 
Triumphant Constancy has fix'd her seat. 
In vain the Syrens sing, the tempests beat; 
Their ilattery she rejects, nor fears their threat. 

For thee alone Ihese little charms I drest : 
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Condemn'd them, or absolv'd them by thy test- 
In comely figure rang'd my jewels shone, 
Or negligently plac'd for thee alone ; 
For thee agmn tiey shall be laid aside ; 
The woman, Henry, shall put o£F her pride 
For thee : my clothes, my sex, exchang'd for thee, 
I'll mingle with, the people's wretched lee ; 
O line extreme of human infamy ! 
Wanting the scissors, with these hands I'll tear 
(If that obstructs ray flight) this load of hair. 
Black soot, or yellow walnut, shall disgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's face. 
Tliese nails with scratches shall deform my breast, 
Lest hy my look or colour be express'd 
The mark of aught high-bom, or ever better dress'd. 
Tet in this commerce, under this disguise. 
Let me be grateful still to Henry's eyes ; 
Lost to the world, let me to him be knoira ; 
My fate I can absolve, if he shall own, 
Tliaf, leaving all mankind, I love but him alone. 



wildest tlioughts of an abandon'd mind I 
Name, habit, parents, woman, left behind. 
E'en honour dubious, thou preferi^st to go 
Wild to the woods with me : said Emma so ? 
Or did I dream what Emma never said ? 
guilty error ! and wretched maid ! 
Wliose roving fancy would resolve the same 
With him, who next shall tempt her easy fame ; 
And bbw with empty words the susceptible flame. 
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Now why should doubtful terms thy mind perj^Ies? 
Confess thj frailty, and avow the sex r 
No longer loose desire for constant love 
Mistate ; but say, 'tis man with whom tliou long-st 
to rove. 

EMMA. 

Are there not poisons, racks, and fljimes, and 
swords, 
That Emma thus must die by Hemy's words? 
Tet what could swords or poison, racks or flame. 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame! 
More fatal Henry's words; they murder Emma's 

And fall these sayings from that gentle tongue, 
Where civil speech and soft persuasion hung; 
Whose artful sweetnesa and harmonious stram. 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 
Cdl'd sighs, and tears, and wishes, to its aid; 
And, whilst it Henry's glowing iJame eonvej^d, 
Still blame the coldness of the Nu^brown Maid? 

Let envious jealousy and canker'd spile 
Produce my actions to severest hghl^ 
And tax my open day, or secret night 
Did e'er my longue speak my unguarded heart 
The least indm'd (o play the wanton's part? 
Did e'er my eye one inward thought reveal. 
Which angeU might not hear, and virgins tell? 
And hast thou, Henry, in my conduct known 
One fault, but that which I must never own 
TImt I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee done? 

VOL. I. 19 
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HEKRY. 
Vainly thou talk'st of loving me aloiui : 
Each mau is man ; and all our sex is one. 
False are our ;yords, and fickle is our mrnd: 
Nor in love's litual can we ever find 
Vows made fo last, or promises to bind. 

By nature prompted, and for empii-e made, 
Alike by strength or cunning we invade : 
"WTien ai-m'd with rage we march against the foe, 
"VVe hfl t]ie battle-axe, and draw the bow:^ 
"When, fir'd with passion, we attack the feir. 
Delusive siglis and brittle vows we bear; 
Our falsehood and our arms have equal nse; 
As they our conquest or delight produce. 
The foolish heart thou gav'st, again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be less wretched, be no longer true ; 
Wlmt strives to fly thee, why sliouldst thou pursue ? 
Forget the present flame, mdulge a new ; 
Single the loveliest of the amoi-ous youth ; 
Ask for his vow ; but hope not for his ti-uth. 
The nest man (and the next thou shalt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 
Wm kneel, implore, persist, o'ercome, and leave. 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his arroivs right; 
Be ^vise and false, shun trouble, seek delight; 
Change thou the first, nor wait thy lover's flight. 
Why shouldst thou weep? let nature judge our 



I saw thee yoimg 



.udfalr; pursued the cbise 



h/ Google 



OF PRIOR. 233 

Of youth and beauty : I another saw 
Fah^r and younger : yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I pursued 
More youth, moi'e beauty ; blest vieiasitude ! 
My active heart alill keeps ita pristine flame ; . 
The object alter'd, the desire the same. 

This younger, fairer, pleads lier rightful charms ; 
With preseat power compels me to her arms. 
And much I fear, from my subjected mind 
(If beauty's force to constant love can bind), 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the mtud 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd ; 
And weeping follow me, as thoa dost now, 
With idle clamours of a broken row. 

Nor can the wildness of thy wishes err 
So wide, to hope that thou mayst live with her. 
Love, well thou know'st, no pai'tnership allows : 
Cupid averse rejects divided vows ; 
Then, from thy foolish heart, vain maid, remove 
An useless sorrow, and an iU-starr'd love ; 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods to 

Ai'e we in life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph betray'd ? 
Of the superior sex art thou the worst? 
Am I of mine the most completely curat ? 
Yet let me go with thee ; and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair. 
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This happy object of our different care, 
Her let me follow ; her let me attend 
A servant (she may scorn the name of friend). 
What she demands, incessant I'U prepare : 
ril weave her garlands j and I'll plait her hair ; 
My busy diligence shall deck her board 
(For there at least I may approach my lord) , 
And, when her Henry's softer hours advise 
His servant's absence, with dejected eyes 
Far I'll recede, and sighs forbid to rise. 

Tet, when increasing grief brings slow disease ; 
And ebbing hfe, on terms severe as these. 
Will have its little lamp no longer fed ; 
When Henry's mistress shews him Emma dead ; 
Rescue my poor remaios from vile neglect : 
With virgin honours let my hearse be deckt. 
And decent emblem ; and at least persuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where she. 
With frequent eye my sepulchre may see. 
The nymph amidst her joys may haply breatlie 
One pious sigh, reflecting on my death, 
And the sad fate which she may one day prove, 
Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 
And thou forsworn, thou cruel, as thou art, 
If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart ; 
Thou sure must give one thought, and drop one 

To her, whom love abaiidon'd to despair ; 
To her, who, dying, on the wounded stone 
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Bid it in lasting characters be known, 
That, of mankind, she lov'd but thee alone. 



Hear, solemn Jove ; and conscious Venus, hear ; 
And thou, bright maid, believe me whilst I swear ; 
No lime, no change, no future flame, shall move 
The well-plac'd basin of my lasting love, 
powei'iiil vu-tue ! victorious fair ! 
At least excuse a trial too severe : 
Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 
No banish'd man, coudema'd in woods to rove, 
Intreats thy pardon, and implores thy love ; 
No perjur'd knight desires to quit thy arms, 
Fdrest collection of thy sex's eiiarms, 
Croivn of my love, and honour of my youth ! 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth. 
As thou mayst \rish, shall all his life employ, 



And found his g 



sjoy. 



In me behold the potent Edgai-'s heir, 
Illustrious earl ; him terdble in war 
Let Loyre confess, for she has felt his sword, 
.And trembling fled before the British lord. 
Him great in peace and wealth fail- Deva knows 5 
For she amidst his spacious meadows flows ; 
Inclines her urn upon his fatten'd lands, 
And sees his numerous herds imprint her sands. 

And tliou, my fair, my dove, shait raise thy thought 
To greatness next to empire ; shalt he brought 
With solemn pomp to my paternal seat : 
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Where peace and plenty on thy word shall wait. 
Music and song sliall walie the maaTiage-day : 
And, whilst the priests accuse the bride's delay, 
Myrtles and roses shall obstruct her way. 

Friendship shall still thy evening feasts adorn ; 
And blooming peace shall ever hless thy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy raee shall run. 
And age unheeded by delight come on ; 
While yet superior love shall mock his jwwer : 
And when old Time shall turn the feted hour, 
Which only can our weU-tied knot unfold ; 
What rests of both, one sepulchre shall hold. 

Hence then for ever fram ray Emma's breast 
(That heaven of softness, and that seat of rest) 
Te doubts and feai-a, and all that know to move 
Toi-menting grief, and all that trouble love, 
Scatter'd by winds recede, and wild in forests rove. 



day the fiiirest sui-e that ever rose ! 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes ! 
Sire of her joy, and source of her dehght; 
1 wing'd with pleasure take thy happy flight, 
And give each future morn a tincture of thy white. 
Yet tell thy votary, potent queen of love, 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 
Will he be ever kind, and just, and good ? 
And is there yet no mistress in the wood ? 
None, none there is; the thoughtwasrash and vain; 
A false idea, and a fancied pain. 
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Doubt shall for ever quit my atreugtLen'd heart, 
And anxious jealousy's corroding smart ; 
Nor otlier inmate shall inhabit there, 
But soft Belief, young Joy, and pleasing Care : 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow. 
And fortune's vai'ious gale unheeded blow. 
If at my feet the suppliant goddess stands, 
And sheds her treasure with unwearied hands ; 
Her present favour cautious Pll emfcrsice. 
And not unthankful use the pvoffer'd grace : 
If she reclaims the temporary boon, 
And tries her pinions, fluttering to be gone ; 
Secure of mind, Til obviate her intent, 
And unconeeiii'd return the goods she lent. 
Nor liappiness can J, nor misery feel. 
Prom any turn of her fantastic wheel: 
Friendship's great laws, and love's superior powers. 
Must mai'k the colour of my future hours. 
Fi-om the events which thy commands create 
I must my blessings or my sorrows date ; 
And Henry's will must dictate Emma's fate. 

Yet while with close delight and iuwai'd pride 
(Which from the world my careful soul shall hide) 
I see thee, lord and end of my desire, 
Exalted high as virtue can require; 
With power invested, and with pleasure eheeHd ; 
Sought by the good, by the oppi'essor feai^'d j 
Loaded and blest with all the afftuent store, 
Wliicli human vows at smoking shrines implore ; 
Grateful and humble gi-ant me to employ 
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My life subservient only to thy joy ; 

And at my death to liless thy kindness shown 

To her, who of mankind could love but tliee alone. 

While thus the constant pair alternate said, 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 
Angels and sportive loves, a numerous crowd ; 
Smiling they clapp'd their wings, and low they 

They tumbled al! their little quivers o'er, 
To choose propitious shafts, a precious store ; 
That, when their god should take his future darts, 
To strike {however rarely) constant hearts. 
His happy skill might proper arms employ. 
All tipp'd with pleasure, and all wing'd with joy : 
And those, they vow'd, whose lives should imitate 
These lovers' constancy, should share their fate. 

The queen of beauty stopp'd her bridled doves ; 
Approv'd the little labour of the loves ; 
Was pro«d and pleas'd tlie mutual vow to hear; 
And to the triumph call'd the god of war : 
Soon as she calls, the god is always near. 

Now, Mars, she said, let Fame exalt her voice: 
Nor let thy conquests only be her choice : 
But, when she sings great Edward from the field 
Eetum'd, the hostile spear and captive shield 
In Concord's temple hung, and Gallia taught to 

And when, as prudent Saturn shall complete 
The years design'd to perfect Britain's state, 
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The swift-wing'd power shall take her trump again, 
To sing her favourite Anna's wondrous reign ; 
To recollect unwearied Marlborough's toils, 
Old Kufus' hall unequal to his spoils ; 
The British soldier from his high command 
Glorious, Mid Gaul thrice vanquish'd by liis hand ; 
Let her at least perform what I desire ; 
With second breath fhe Yocal bra^s inspire ; 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar strain, 
What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
And, when thy tumults and thy fighta are past ; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are cast ; 
Faithful mayst tho«, like British Henry, prove : 
And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 

Renown'd for truth, let all tliy sons appear ; 
And constant beauty shall reward their care. 

Mars smil'd, and bow'd : tte Cyprian deity 
Tum'd to the glorious ruler of the sky ; 
And thou, she smiling swd, great god of days 
And verse, behold my deed, and sing my praise, 
As on the British earth, my favourite isle. 
Thy gentle rays and kindest influence smile, 
Through all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
Proclaim with joy these memorable loves. 
From every annual course let one great day 
To celebrated sports and floral play 
Be set aside ; and, in the softest lays 
Of thy poetic sons, he solemn praise 
And everiasting marks of honour paid, 
To the true lover, and the Nut-brown Mwd, 
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AN 03)E, 

INSCRIBED TO THE QUEEN, ON TH 
SnCCEBS OF HER (lAJESTl'S 
ARMS. JIDCCTl. 



Dm-(eqaa tollus audit Iberiffi ; 
Te cSMio gauilentes Sicninbri 
Compositis yenerantur avmh," 



When I first thought of wntiiig upon this occar 
sion, I found the ideas so great and numerous, that 
I judged them more proper for the warmth of an 
Ode, than for any other sort of poetry : I therefore 
set Horace before me for a pattern, and particu- 
larly his famous ode, the fourth of the fourth book, 

" Qualem minislrum fulminla alitem," &c, 

which he wrote in praise of Drusus after his expe- 
dition into Gei-many, and of Augustus upon his 
happy choice of that geoeraL And in the follow- 
ing poem, though I have endeaToui-ed to Imitate 
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all the great strokes of that ode, I have taken the 
liberty to go off from it, and fo add variously, as 
the subject and my own imagination carried me. 
As to the style, the choice 1 made of following the 
ode in Latin determined me in English to the 
stanza; and herein it was impossible not to have 
a mind lo follow our great countryman Spenser ; 
which I have done (as well at least as I could) in 
the manner of my expression, and the turn of my 
number : having ouiy added one verse to his stanza, 
which I thought made the number more hai'mo- 
nious ; and avoided such of his words as I found 
too obsolete. I have, however, retained some few 
of them, to make the colouring look more like 
Spenser's, Behest, command; band, army; prow- 
ess, strength; I weet, I know; I ween, I think; 
whilom, heretofore; and tivo or three more of 
that kind, which I hope the ladies will pardon me, 
and not judge my Muse less handsome, though for 
once she appears in a fiirlhingale, I have also, 
in Spenser's manner, used Gcesar for the emperor, 
Boya for Bavaria, Bavor for that prince, Ister 
for Danube, Iberia for Spain, &c. 

That noble part of tlie Ode which I just now 
mentioned. 



where Horace praises the Romans as being de- 
scended from .^neas, I have turned to the honour 
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of the British nation, descended from Brute, lilce- 
wise a Trojan. That this Brute, fourth or fifth 
from ^neas, settled in England, and built London, 
which is called Troja Nova, or Troyiiovante, ia a 
story which {I think) owes its original, if not to 
Geofiiy of Monmouth, at least to the Monkish 
writers ; yet it is not rejected by our great Cam- 
den ; and ia told by Millon, as if (at least) he was 
pleased with it, though possibly he does not be- 
lieve it : however, it carries a poetical authority, 
which is sufiicient for our purpose. It is as cer- 
tain that Brute came into England, as that ^neas 
went into Italy ; and upon the supposition of these 
fects, Virgil wrote the best poem that the world 
ever read, and Spenser paid Queen Elizabeth the 
greatest compliment. 

I need not obviate one piece of criticism, that I 
bring my hero 

" From burning Troy, nnd Xanaina red with blood:" 

whereas he was not born when that city was de- 
stroyed. Virgil, in the case of his own .^Lieas 
relating to Dido, will stand as a sufficient proo^ 
that a man in his poetical capacity is not account- 
able for a little fault in chronology. 

My two gi-eat examples, Horace and Spenser, 
in many things resemble each other ; both have a 
height of ima^nation, and a majesty of expression 
in describing th^. sublime ; and both know to tem- 
per those talents, and sweeten the description, so 



h/ Google 



OF PKIOE. 2i3 

ao to make it lovely asjell as pompous: both 
hare equally that agiceable maimer of mixing 
molality with then itory, and that Curiosa Feli- 
citas in the choice of their diction, which every 
writer aims at, and so \ery few have reached: 
both are particularly fine in their images, and 
knowing m their numbers. Leaving therefore our 
two masters to the consideration and study of those 
who design to excel in poetry, I only beg leave to 
add, that it is long since I have (or at least oughl 
to have) quitted Parnassus, and all the flowery 
roads on that side the country ; though I thought 
myself indispensably obliged, upon the present 
ocoasiouj to take a little journey in those parts. 



When great Augustus govcm'd ancient Rome, 
And sent his conquering bands to foreign wars ; 
Abroad when dreaded, and belov'd at home. 
He saw his fame increasing with his years ; 
Horace, great bard ! (so Fate ordain'd) arose. 
And, bold as were his countrymen in fight, 
Snatch'd their fair actions from degrading prose. 
And set their battles in eternal light : 
High as their trumpets tune his lyre he strung, 
And with his prince's arms he moraliz'd his song. 
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WTietL bright Eliza rul'd Britannia's state, 
Widely distributing tei higli commands, 
And boldly wise, and fortimalely great, 
Freed tlie glad nations fi om tj i annic bands ; 
An equal genius was in Spen-.ei found; 
To the high theme he matth'd hi= noble lays ; 
He travell'd England o'er on faiiy ground, 
In mystic notea to sing his nionaroh's praise: 
Reciting wondrous trutlis in pleasing dreams, 
He deck'd Eliza's head with Gloriana's beams. 

But, greatest Anna I while thy arms pui-sue 
Paths of renown, and climb ascents of ffune, 
Which Eor Angustus, nor Eliza kiiew ; 
What poet shall be found to sing thy name? 
What numbers shall record, what tongue shall saj; 
Thy wars on land, thy tiiumphs on the main ? 
fairest model of imperial sway ! 
What equal pen shall write thy wondrous reign? 
Who shall attempts and feats of aims rehearse. 
Not yet by story tpld, nor paraUel'd by verse ? 

Me all too mean for such a task I weet : 
Yet, if the Sovereign Lady deigns to smile, 
FU follow Horace with impetuous heat. 
And clothe the verse in Spenser's native style. 
By these examples rightly taught to sing, 
And smit with pleasure of my country's praise, 
Sti-etching the plumes of 
High as Olympus I my flight wiU r 
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And latest times shall in my numbers read 
Anna's immortal fame, and Marlborougli's hardy 

■ As the strong eagle in the silent wood, 
Mindless of warlike rage aiiJ hostile care, 
Plays round the rocky cliff or crystal flood. 
Till by Jove's high behests eall'd out to war, 
And chai-g'd with thunder of his angry king. 
His hosora with the vengeful message glows ; 
Upwai-d the noble bird directs his wing. 
And, towering round his master's eai'th-bom foes. 
Swift he collects his fatal stock of ii-e, 
Lifts his fierce taJon Mgh, and darts the forked fire : 

Sedate and calm thus victor Marlborough sate. 
Shaded with laurels, in his native land. 
Till Anua calls him from his soft retreat, 
And gives her second thunder to his hand. 
Then, leaving sweet repose and gentle ease, 
"With ardent speed he seeks the distsmt foe ; 
Mai'ching o'er hills and vales, o'er rocks and seas. 
He meditates, and sti-iies the woadi-ous blow. 
Our thought flies slower than our genei-al's fame : 
Grasps he the bolt ? we ask — when he has hurVd 
the flame. 

When fierce Bavai- on Judoign's spacious plain 
Did from afar the British chief behold, 
Betwixt despdr, and I'age, and hope, and pain. 
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Something within his warring hosom roll'd ; 
He views that favourite of indulgent faine, 
"Whom whilom he had met on Ister's shore ; 
Too well, alas ! the man he knows the same, 
Whose prowess thei-e repell'd the Bojau power, 
And sent them trembling through the frighted lands, 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia's scatter'd 
sands. 

His former losses he foi^ets to grieve ; 
Absolves his fate, if with a kinder ray 
It now would shine, and only give him leave 
To balance the account of Blenheim's day. 
So the fell lion in the lonely glade, 
His side still smarting with the hunter's spear, 
Though deeply wounded, no way yet dismay'd, 
Koars terrihle, and meditates new war ; 
la sullen fury travei'ses the plain. 
To find the venturous foe, and battle him ^ain. 



3 prince, no longer urge thy fate. 
Nor tempt the hero to unequal war ; 
Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin great, 
Confess the force of Marlborough's stronger star. 
Those laurel groves (the merits of thy youth), 
Which thoa from ^ Mahomet didst greatly gain, 

1 The Elwtoi of Baiaria had forraerlj acqnired great 
repiitation bi tha Euccess of his arms against tlie Turks, 
paiticul-irh m obliging them to raise the siege of Vienna, 
after it had continued 69da\a, ill September 1683, with the 
lose of ssTeiity-five thoonand men and their baggage. 
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Wiile, bold assertor of reaislless trutli, 
Thy sword did godlike liberty maintain, 
Must from Uiy brow their falling Lonours shed, 
And their transplanted wreaths must deck a wor- 
thier head. 

Yet cease the ways of Providence to blame. 
And human faults with human grief confess, 
Tia thou art chang-d, while Heaven is stiU the 
From thy ill councils date the ill success, [same ; 
Impartial Justice holds her equal scales, 
TiD stronger -virtue does the weight incline ; 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails. 
He now defends the cause that once was thine.. 
Eighteous the war, the champion shall subdue ; 
For Jove's great handmaid. Tower, must Jove's 
decrees pursue. 

Hark ! the dire trumpets sound their shrili alarms ! 
Auverquerque,^ bi-aneh'd from the renown'd Nas- 

Hoary in war, md bent beneath bis arms, 
His glorious sword with dauntless courage draws. 
When anxious Britain moum'd ter parting lord, 
And all of William that was mortal died ; 
The faithful hero had receiVd his sword 



1 Monsieot Auyergnerqne who, in the year 1701, and (ba 
enoceadiiig campaigns, was appointad to the command of 
tli8 Dutch forces. Ha was in great favour with King Wil- 
liam, and pvesant at his death, 
vol.. I 20 
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Prom his expiring mastei's mucTi-lov'd side. 

Oft from its fatal ire has Louis floim, 

Where'er great William led, orMiiese and Sambre 



But hrandish'd high, in an ill-omcn'd hour 
To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy justeet fear, 
The master sword, disposer of thy power : 
•Tis that which Ctesaj- gave the British peer. 
He took the ^: nor ever will I sheathe 
This steel (so Anna's high behests ordain), 
The general said, unless by glorious death 
Absoly'd, tiU conquest has conflrm'd your reign. 
Betums lilie these our mistress bids us make. 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons lake. 

And now fierce Glallia rushes on her foes, 
Her force augmented by the Boyan bands ; 
So Volga's stream, iocreas'd by mounfam snows. 
Rolls with new fury doivn through Russia's lands. 
Like two great rocks ^nst the raging tide 
(If Virtue's force with Nature's we compare), 
Unmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 
Sustahi the impulse, and receive the war. 
Bound their Arm sides in vain the tempest beats ; 
And still the foaming wave with lessened power 
retreats. 

The rage dispers'd, the glorious pair advance. 
With mingled anger and coUected might, 
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To turn the war, and tell aggressing France, 
How Britain's sons and Britain's friends can tight. 
On conquest fis'd, and covetous of fame, 
Behold them rushing through the Gallic host: 
Through standing corn so runs the sudden flame, 
Or eastern winds along Sicilia's coast. 
They deal their terrors to the adverse nation : 
Pale death attends their arms, and ghastly deso- 
lation. 

But whilst with fiercest ire Bellona glows, 
And Europe rather hopes than fears her fate; 
While Britain presses her afflicted foes ; 
What horror damps the strong, and quells the great ! 
Wlience look tlie soldier's cheeks dismay'd and pale ? 
Erst ever dreadfal, know they now to dread ? 
The hostile troops, I ween, almost prevail ; 
And the pm-suers only not recede. 
Alas ! their lessen'd rage proclaims their grief! 
For, anxious, lo ! they crowd around their falling 
chief. 

I thank thee. Fate, esclmms the fierce Bavar : 
Let Boya's trumpet grateful ISs sound ; 
I saw him fall, their thunderholt of war: — 
Ever lo vengeance sacred be the ground. — 
Vain wish ! short joy I the hero mounts again 
In greater glory, and with fuller light : 
The evening-star so falls into the main, 
To rise at mom more prevalently bright. 
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He rises safe,' but near, too near his sid^, 

A good man's grievous loss, a fiuthful serTant died. 

Propitious Mars ! the battle is regain'd : 
The foe with lessen'd wrath disputes the field : 
The Britoo fights, hy favouring gods sustajn'd: 
Freedom must live ; and lawless power must yield. 
Vain now the tales which fabling poels tell, 
That wavering Conquest still desires te rove 1 
In Marlborough's camp the goddess knows to dw ell : 
Long as the hero's life remains her love. 
Again France flies, ^ain the duke pursues. 
And on Kamilia's plains he Blenheim's fame renews. 

Great thanks, capt^n great in arms! receive 
From thy triumphant country's public voice ; 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made those arms her choice. 
Eecording ScheUenbei^'s^ and Blenheim's toils. 
We dreaded lest thou shouldst those toils repeat: 
We view'd the palace charg'd with GaUic spoils, 
And in those spoils we thought thy praise complete. 
For never Greek we deem'd, nor Roman knight, 
In characters like these did e'er his ads indite. 

1 At ths Battle of Eaniilies the Duke of Marlborough waa 
twice in the most imminent danger ; once hy it Ml from his 
horse, and a seeond time by a cannon shot that toolt off tlie 
bead of Colonel Bringfleld as he waa holtling the stiimp for 
his Grace to remount. 

2 Where tlie Dnke of Mariboi-ougli gained a complete vic- 
tory OTcr 16,000 Bavirfaos in July, 1704. 
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Yet, mindless still of ease, tliy virtue flies 
A pitch to old asid modem times unknown : 
Those goodly deeds which we so highly prize 
Imperfect seem, great chief, to thee alone. 
Those heights, where "William's virtue might have 

staid, 
And on the subject world look'd safely down, 
By Mai-lborough pass'd, the props and steps were 

Sublimer yet to raise his queen's renown: 
Still gaining more, still slighting what he gain'd, 
Nought done the hero deem'd, while aught undone 
remam'd. 

"When swift-wing-dnnnour told the mighty Gaul, 
How lessen'd from the field Bavai- was fled ; 
He wept the swiftness of the champion's fall; 
And thus the royal treaty-breaker said : 
And lives he yet, the great, the lost Bavar, 
Ruin to Gallia in the name of friend? 
Tell me, how far has Fortune been severe ? 
Has the foe's glory, or oar grief, an end ? 
Remains there of the fifty thousand lost. 
To save our threaten'd realm, or guard oiir shatter'd 



To the close rock Ihe frighten'd ra%-en flies, 
Soon as the rising eagle cuts the air : 
rhe shaggy wolf unseen and trembling lies, 
When the hoarse roar proclaims the lion near. 



h/ Google 



252 THE POEMS 

Hl-sttuT'd did. we our forts and lines forsake, 
To dare our British foes to open fight : 
Our conquest we by stratagem should make : 
Our triumph had been founded in our flighL 
'Tis ours, by craft and by surprise to gain : 
'Tis theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in the pl^n. 

The ancient father of this hostile brood, 
Their boasted Brute, undaunted snatch'd his gods 
From burning Tray, and Xanthus red with blood. 
And fix'd on silver Thames liis dire abodes ; 
Ajid this be Troynovante, he sdd, the seat 
By Heaven ordain'd, my sons, your lasting place : 
Superior here to all the bolts of fate 
Live, mindful of the author of your race, 
Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor flame, 
Nor great Peleides' arm, nor Juno's rage could tame. 

Their Tudor's hence, and Stuart's offepring flow : 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his sable shield, 
Talbot to Gallia's power eternal foe. 
And Seymour, fam'd in council or in field : 
Hence Mevil, great to settle or dethrone, 
And Ih-ake and Ca'ndish, terrors of the sea: 
Hence Butler's sons, o'er land and ocean known, 
Herbert's and ChurchiU's warring progeny : 
Hence the long roll which Gallia should conceal: 
For, oh ! who vanquish'd, loves the victor's fame 
to tell? 
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Envied Britannia, sturdy as the oak, 
Wliicli on lier mountain-top slie proudly bears, 
Eludes the axe, aud sprouts against the stroke ; 
Strong from her wounds, and gi-eater by her wars. 
And as those teeth, which Cadmus sow'd in earth, 
Produc'd new youth, and furnish'd fi-esh supplies : 
So with young vigour, and succeeding birth. 
Her losses more than recompens'd ai-ise ; 
And ev'ry age she with a race is crown'd, 
For letters more polite, in battles more reaown'd. 

Obstinate power, whom nothing can repel ; 
Not the fierce Saxon, nor the cruel Dane, 
Nor deep impression of the Norman steel, 
Nor Europe's foi-ce amass'd by envious Spain, 
Nor France on universal sway intent. 
Oft breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars ; 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken'd government) 
Their own intestine fends and mutual jars : 
Those feuds and jars, in which I trusted more, 
Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallic 
power. 

To fmitful Eheims, or f^r Lutetia's gate, 
What tidings shall the messenger convey ? 
Shall the ioud herald our success relate. 
Or mitred priest appoint the solemn day ? 
Alasl my praises they no more must sing ; 
They to my statue now must bow no more : 
Broken, repuls'd is their immortal king : 
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Fallen, iaOen for ever, is the Gallic power, — 
The woman chief is master of the war : 
Earth, she has freed by ai-ms, and vanquish'd 
Heaven by pi-ayer. 

While thus the ruin'd foe's despair commends 
Tliy council and thy deed, victorious queen, 
What shall thy subjects say, and what thy friends ? 
How shall thy triumphs in our joy be seen ? 
Oh ! deign to let the eldest of the nine 
Eecite Britannia great, and GalUa free: 
Oh ! with her sister sculpture let her join 
To raise, gi-eat Anne, the monument to thee ; 
To thee, of all our good the sacred spring ; 
To thee, our dearest dread ; to thee, our softer king. 

Let Europe sav'd the column high erect, 
Than Trajan's higher, or than Anionine's ; 
Where sembling art may carve the fair eifect 
And full achievement of the great designs. 
In a calm Heaven, and a serener air, 
Sublime the queen shall on the summit stand. 
From danger far, as far remov'd from feai-. 
And pointing down to earth her dread command. 
All wmds, ali stonns, that threaten human woe, 
Shall sink beneath her feet, and spread fJicir rage 

Theii- fleets shall strive, by winds and waters 
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Till the young Austrian on Iberia's strand, 

Great as JEneas on the Latian coast, 

Shall fix his foot : and tbis, he this the land, 

Great Jove, ivhei-e I for ever will remain, 

(The empire's other hope shall say) and here 

Vanquish'd,intomh'drillie; or, crown'd, I'll reign ! 

virtue, to thy British motlier dear ! 

Lite the fam'd Trojan suffer and abide ; 

For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 

There, in eternal characters engrav'd, 
Vigo,* and Gibraltar, and Barcelone, 
Their force destroy'd, their privileges sav'd, 
Shall Anna's terrors and her mercies own : 
Spain, from th' usurper Bourbon's arms retriev'd. 
Shall with new life and grateful joy appear, 
Numbering the wondei-s which that youth achiev'd. 
Whom Anna clad in arms and sent to war ; 
Whom Anna sent to claim Iberia's throne ; 
And made him more Ihan king, in calling him her 



There Isther, pleas'd by Blenheim's glorious field, 
Rolling shall bid his eastern waves declare 
Germania sav'd by Britain's ample shield, 

1- ^go waa anrprised by the Dnke of Ormoncl and Sir 
Gaorge Eooke, and the galleons taken and dBstroyea in the 
year 1702; Gibraltar by Sir George Rooke in 3704; and 
Barcelona by the Prince of Hesse and ilie Ead of Peter- 
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And bleeding Gaul afflicted by her spear ; 
. Shall bid them mention Marlborough on that shore, 
Leading his islanders, renown'd in anns, 
Through elimes, where never British chief before 
Or pitch'd liis camp, or sounded his alai'ms ; 
Shall bid them bless the queen, who made his 

streams 
Glorious as those of Bojno, and safe as tlioae of 

Thames, 

Brabantia, clad with field.^, and onmiA'd with 

towers, 
With decent joy shall her deliverer meet ; 
Shall own thy aims, great queen, and bless thy 

powers, 
Laying the keys beneath thy subject's feet. 
Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, 
Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles restor'd ; 
With double vows shall bless thy happy care. 
In having di-awn, and having sheath'd the sword ; 
From these their sister provinces shaU know 
How Anne supports a friend, and how forgives afoe. 

Bright swoi'ds, and crested helms, and pointed 
speai-s. 
In artful piles around the work shall lie ; 
And shields indented deep in ancient wars, 
Blazon'd with signs of Gallic heraldry ; 
And standai'ds with distinguish'd honours bright, 
Marks of high power and national command, 



h/ Google 



OF PKIOK. 257 

Which Valois' sons, and Bourbon's bore in fight, 
Or gave to Foix' or Montmorency's hand ; 
Great spoils, which Gallia must to 'Britain yield, 
From Cressy's battle sav'd, to grace Eamiha's field. 

And, as fine art the spaces may dispose, 
The knowing thought and curioue eye shall see 
Thy emblem, gracious queen, the British rose. 
Type of sweet rule and gentle majesty : 
The northern thistle, whom no hostile hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween ; 
Hibemia'a harp, device of her command, 
And parent of her mirth, shall there be seen : 
Thy vauquish'd lilies, France, decay'd and torn. 
Shall with disorder'd pomp the lasting work adorn. 

Beneath, great queen, oh ! very far beneath, 
Near to the ground, and on the humble base. 
To save hei-self from darkness and from death. 
That Muse desii-es the last, the lowest place; 
Who, though unmeet, yet touch'd the trembling 

string, 
For the fair feme of Anne and Albion's land, 
Who durst of war and mai-tial fury sing ; 
And when thy will, and when thy subject's hand, 
Had queU'd those wai-s, and bid that fury cease. 
Hangs up her grateful harp to conquest and to 

peace. 
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HER RIGHT NAME. 

As Nancy at her toilet sat, 
Admiring this, and blaming that ; 
Tell me, she said; but tell me true; 
The nymph who could your heait subdue. 
What eort of clianns does she possess ? 
Absolve me, fair one : I'll confess 
With pleasure, I replied. Her hair. 
In ringlets rather dark than fair, 
Does down her ivory bosom roll, 
And, hiding half, adorns the whole. 
In her high forehead's fair half round 
Love sits in open triumph crown'd: 
He in the dimple of her chin, 
In private state by friends is seen. 
Her eyes are neither black nor gray ; 
Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray ; 
Their dubious lustre seems to show 
Something that speaks nor yes, nor no. 
Her lips no living bard, I weet, 
May say, how red, how round, how sweet; 
Old Homer only could indite 
Their vagi'ant grace and soft delight : 
They stand recorded in his book, 
When Helen smil'd, and Hebe spoke — 
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The gipsy, turning to her glass, 
Too plainly show'd she knew the faix ; 
And which am I most like, she said, 
Tour Cloe, Of your Nut-brown Maid? 



CANTATA. 

i GALLIAIiD. 



Beneath a verdant laurel's ample shade, 

His lyre to moumflil numbei-s strung, 

Horace, immortal bard, supinely laid. 

To Venus thus address'd the song: 

Ten thousand little loves around, 

ig, dwelt on every sound. 



Potent Venus, bid tliy son 

Sound no more his dire alarms. 

Toufi on silent wings is flown : 
Graver yeai-s come rolling on. 

Spare my age, unfit for arms ; 
Safe and humble let me rest, 
Prom all amorous care releas'd. 

Potent Venus, bid thy son 

Sound no more his dire alarms. 
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Yet, Venus, wliy do I ea,ch morn prepare 
The fragrant wreath for Cloe's hair? 
Why do I all day lament and sigh. 
Unless the heauteoua maid be nigh? 
And why all night pursue her in my dreams, 
Through flowery meads and crystal streams? 



Thus sung the hard ; and thus the goddess spoke : 
Submiaaive bow to Love's imperious yoke : 

Every state, and every age 
Shall own my rule, and fear my rage: 
CompeU'd by me, thy Muse shall prove. 
That all the world was born to love. 



Bid thy deslin'd lyre discover 

Soft desire and gentle pain r 
Often praise, and always love her : 

Through her ear, her heart obtain. 
Verse shall please, and sighs shall move her, 

Cupid does with Phcebus reign. 
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LINES WRITTEN IN AK.OVID,' 

Ovid is the surest guide 

You can name to stow the way 
To any woman, maid, or bride, 

Who resolves to go astray. 



A TRUE MAID. 

No, no ; for my virginity, 

When I lose that, says Kose, I'll die: 
Behind the elms, last night, cried Dick, 

Rose, were you not estremely sick ? 



Cette leotui'e est sens £gnle, 
Ce livre est uQ pet-jt dSdale, 
On I'esprit prend plaisir d'errer, 
Pliilla, suivea lea pan d' Ovide, 
C'esC le plus agr^able guide, 
Qa^on pent clioiBir potjr 5'^gHrer. 



h/ Google 



Ten months after Floi-imel happea'd to ned, 
And was brought in a laudable manner to bed, 
She warbled her gi'Oaas with so charming a voice, 
That one half of the parish was stunn'd with the 

But when Plorimel deign'd to lie privately in, 
Ten months before she and her spouse were a-kiu, 
She chose with such prudence her panga to conceal, 
That her nurse, nay, her midwife, scarce heard her 

once squeal. 
Learn, husbands, from heace, for the peace of your 

That maids make; not half such oi tuiiinlt as wives. 



A REASONABLE AFFLICTION. 

On his death-head poor Lubiu lies ; 

His spouse is in despair : 
"With frequent sobs, and mutual cries, 

They both express their care. 

X ijifferent cause, says parson Sly, 
The same effect may give : 

Poor Lubin fears that he stall die ; 
His wife, that he may live. 
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ANOTHER, 



From ter own native France as old Alison pasi, 
Ske appi-oa^^h'd Englisli Kell with neglect or with 

malice, 
That the slattern had left, in the hurry and haste, 
Her lady's complexion and eyo-brows at Calais. 



Her eye-brow box one morning lost, 
(The best of folks are oflenest crostj 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny said, 
Her careless but afflicted maid, 
Put me to bed then, wretched Jaae ; 
Alas ! when shall I rise again ? 
I can behold no mortal now : 
For what's an eye without a brow. 



In a dark comer of the house 

Poor Helen sits, and sobs and crie 

She wiU not see her lovmg spouse, 
Nor her more dear picquet-allies : 

Unless she find her eye-brows, 
She'll e'en weep out her eyes. 
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i SA.ME SUBJI 



Hllen was just slipt into bed ; 
Her eye-brows on the toUet lay : 

Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune careless Jane, 
Assure yourself, was loudly rated : 

And madam, getting up again, 
With her own hand the mouse-trap b^ted. 

On little things, as sages write, 
Depends our human joy or sorrow : 

If we don't catch a mouse to-night, 
Alas ! no eye-brows for to-moiTow, 



PHILLIS'S AGE. 

How old may Phillis be, you ask, 

"Whtse beauty thus all hearts engines ? 

To answer h no easy task : 
For she has really two ages. 

Stiff in brocade, and pmch'd in stays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on ; 

All day let envy view her face, 
And Phillis is but twenlj-one. 
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Paint, patches, jeweb laid aside, 

The evening has the day belied.; 
And PliiUis is some forty-three, 

FOEMA BOKUM EBAGILE. 

What a frail thing is beauty I says baron Le Cras, 
Perceiving his mistress had one eye of glass ; 

And scarcely Lad he spoke it, 
When she more confus'd as more angry she grew. 
By a negligent rage prov'd the masim too true : 

She dropt the eye, and broke it. 



A CRITICAL MOMENT 



How capricious were Nature and Art to poor Nell ! 
She was panting her cheeks at the time her nose 



AX EPIGRAM. 

CO THE BUKE DE 



Vain tlie concern which you express, 
That uncall'd Alard will possess 

Your house and coach, both day and n 
And that Macbeth was haunted less 

By Banquo's restless spright 
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IVith fifteen thousand pounds a year, 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An i!l, you may so soon retrieve? 
Gflod Alard, faith, is modester 

By much, than you believe. 

Lend him but fifty louis-d'or ; 
And you shall never see him more : 

Take the advice ; prabatum est. 
Why do the gods indulge our store. 

But to secui-e our rest? 



EPILOGTIB TO PlIji:DHA AND IITPPOLITUS.! 

BY JIH. HDIIUND S.MITir. SPOKEN BY MKS. 
OLDFIELD, "WHO ACTED ISMEKA, 

Ladies, to-night your pity I implore 
For one, who never troubled you before; 
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phsedra speak; 

1 This exoellent tragedy, althmigli pBrformed by Bettertoa, 
Booth, Mrs. Barry, fuid Mrs. Oldfield, met witt but a very 
cold reeeplaon from the publlo on its -first appearance. In the 
SpBotatoc, No. IB, Mr. Addison SBys—" Would one thini it 
was possible (at a time when an author lived that waa able 
to write the Phffidra and Hppolitus) for a people to be so 
stupidly fond of the Itahan opem, as scarce to give a third 
day's hearing to that admirable tragedy." The prologue to 
it was written by Mr. AddiBon. 
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And comes to town to let us modems know, 
How women lov'd two thousand years ago. 

If that be all, said I, e'en bum your play : 
Egad I we know all that, as well as they : 
Show us the youthful, handsome ehai-ioteer, 
Firm in his seat, and running his career ; 
Our souls would kindle with as genei-ous flames. 
As e'er inspir'd the ancient Grecian dames: 
Every IsmeDa would resign her breast; 
And everydear Hippolitus be blest 

But, as it is, six flouncing Flanders mares 
Are even as good as any two of theirs : 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 
Now of the bustle you have seen to-day. 
And Phsedra's morals in this scholar's play, 
Something at least in justice should be said ; 

But this Hippolitus so fills one's head 

Well! Phwdra liy'd as chastely as she could I 
For she was father Jove's own flesh and blood. 
Her awkward love indeed was oddly fated ; 
She and her Poly were too near related; 
And yet that scruple had been laid aside, 
If honest Theseus had but fairly died: 
But when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all mattere stood in statu quo? 
There was no harm, you see ; or grant there were. 
She might want conduct; but he wanted care. 
'Twas in a husband little less than rude, 
Upon his wife's retirement to intrude — 
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He should have sent a night or two before, 
That he would come esact at such an hour ; 
Then he had tum'd all tragedy to jest ; 
Found every thing contrihute to his rest ; 
The picqoet-friend dismisa'd, the coast all clear, 
And spouse alone impatient for her dear. 

But if these gay reflections come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phiedra from her fate ; 
If your more serious judgment must condemn 
The dire effects of her unhappy flame : 
Yet, ye chaste matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let lo¥e and innocence engage your care : 
My spotless flames to your protection take; 
And spare poor Phsedra for Ismena's sake. 



EPILOGUE TO r.TjClUS.i 

I. TRAGEDY, BT MRS. DE LA EIVIEEE MASI.EY. 



The female author who recites to-day, 
Trusts to her sex the merit of her play. 
Like father Bayes securely she sits down: 
Pit, hos, and gallery, 'gad I all's our own. 

1 This plaj was acted at Dmry-lane, In ITIT, with snooess. 
In tha dsdicatJon to Sir Richard Steele, ivho wrote a prologue 
to it^ the author apologiies for the severity of hec former 
wriUngs iigainst him. 
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In ancient Greece, she says, when Sappho writ, 
By their applause the critics show'd their wit, 
They tun'd their voices to her lyric string ; 
Though they could all do something more than sing. 
But one exception to this fact we find ; 
That boohy Phaon only was unkind, 
An iU-hred hoat-man, rough as waves and wind. 
Frottt Sappho down thi-ough all succeeding ages. 
And now on French, or on Italian stages, 
fiough satires, sly remarks, ill-natur'd speeches, 
Are always aim'd at poets that wear breeches. 
Arm'd with Longinus, or with Eapin, no man 
Drew a sharp pen upon a naked woman. 
The blustering bully, in our neighbouring streets, 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets : 
Fearless the petticoat contemns his frowns : 
The hoop secures whatever it surrounds. 
The many-colour'd gentry there above. 
By turns are rul'd by tumult, and by love ; 
And while their sweethearts their attention fix. 
Suspend the din of their damn'd clattering sticks. 

Now, Sirs 

To you our author makes her soft request. 
Who speak the kindest, and who write the best, 
Your sympathetic hearts she hopes to move. 
From tender friendship, and endearing love. 
If Petrarch's Muse did Laura's irit rehearse ; 
And Cowley flatter'd dear Oriada's verse ; 
She hopes from you — Pos take her hopes and fears : 
I plead her sex's claim ; what matters hers ? 
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By our full power of beauty we think fit 
To damn tlie salique law impos'd on wit : 
"We'll try tJie empire you so long liave boasted ; 
And if we are not prais'd, we'll not be toasted. 
Approve what one of us presents to-night ; 
Or every mortal woman here shall write : 
Eural, pathetic, narrative, sublime, 
We'll write to you, and make you write in rhyme ; 
Female remarks shall take up all your time. 
Tour time, poor souls ! we'll take your very money ; 
Female third days shall come so quick upon ye. 
As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath, 
Well look, or write, or talk you all to death. 
TJnless you yield for better and for worse ; 
Then the she-pegasus shall gain the course ; 
And the gray mare will prove the better horse. 



THE THIEF AND THE COEDELIBE, 

A BALLAD. TO THE TUNE OF KINS JOHN AND 

THE AUBOT OF CANTBKBTIRY. 

Who has e'er been at Paris must needs know the 

Grere, 
The fatal retreat of the unfortunate brave : 
Where honour and justice most oddly contribate, 
To ease heroes' paina by a halter and gibbet, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
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There death, breaks the shackles which force tad 

And the hangman completes what the judge but 

There the squire of the pad, and the knight of the 

Find their pains no more balk'd, and their liopea 

Deny down, &c. 

Great claims are tliere made, and great secrets are 

Andtheking, and the law, and the thief has hisown; 
Butmy hearers cry out, "What adeuce dost thou ail? 
Cwt otFthy reflections, and give us iky tale. 

Derry down, &c. 

"Twas there then, in cwil respect to harsh laws, 
And for want of false witness, to back a bad cause, 
A Norman, though late, was obliged to appear ; 
And who to assist, but a grave Coriielier ? 

Derry down, &c. 
The squire, whose good grace was to open the scene, 
Seem'dnot in great haste, that the show should begin: 
Now fitted the halter, now travers'd the cart ; 
And often took leave ; but was loth to depart. 

Derry down, &c. 

What frightens you thus, my good son ? say the 
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You murder'd, are soiTy, and have been confess'd. 

father ! my sorrow will scarce save my bacon : 
For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that I was taken. 

Derry do^vn, &c. 

Pugh ! prithee ne'er trouble thy head with such 

fancies : 
Eely on the aid jon shall have from Saint Francis ; 
If the money you promis'd be brought to the chest, 
Tou have only to die ; let the <iurch do the rest. 
Derry down, &c. 

And what will folks say, if they see you afraid? 
It reflects upon me, as I knew not my trade : 
Course, friend ; to-day is your period of sorrow ; 
And things wiU go better, believe me, to-morrow. 
Deny down, &c. 

To-morrow? our hero replied in a fright r 

He that's haug'd before noon, ought to think of to- 

Tell your heads, quoth the priest, and be fairly 

truss'd up, 
For you surely to-night shall in Paradise sup. 
Derry doi™, &c. 

Alas ! quoth the squire, howe'er sumptuous the treat, 
Parhleu, I shall have little stomach to eat : 

1 should therefore esteem it great favour and grace, 
Would you be so kind, aa to go in my place. 

Derry down, &c. 
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That I would, quotli the father, and thank you to 

boot; 
But our actions, you know, with our duty must suit. 
The feast, I propos'd to you, I cannot taate; 
For this night, by our order, is mai-k'd for a fast. 
Deny down, &c. 

Then turning about to the hangman, he said ; 
Dispatch me, I prithee, tiiis troublesome blade : 
For thy cord, and my cord both equally tie ; 
And we live by the gold for which other men die. 
Deiry down, &o. 



AN EPITAPH. 

Stet quicnuqne volet potens 

Aulre culniine lubiico, &e. bekeo*. 

Ikteer'd beneath this marble stone 

Lie sauntering Jack and idle Joan. 

While rolling threescore years and one 

Did round this globe their courses run ; 

If human things went ill or well ; 

If changing empires rose or fell ; 

The morning past^ the evening came, 

And found this couple still the same. 

They walk'd and eat, good folks : what then ? 

Why then they walk'd and eat again : 
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They soundly slept the night away ; 
They just did nothing all the day ; 
And having buried children four, 
"Would not take pains to try for more ; 
Nor sister either had, nor brother ; 
They seem'd just tallied for each other. 

Their moral and economy 
Most pei-fectly they made agree : 
Each virtue kept its proper bound, 
Nor trespass'd on the other's ground. 
Nor feme, nor censure they regarded ; 
They neither punish'd nor rewai'ded. 
He car'd not what the footman did ; 
Her maids she neither praJs'd nor chid ; 
So every servant took his course ; 
And bad at first, they all grew worse. 
Slothful disorder fill'd his stable ; 
And sluttish plenty deck'd her table. 
Their beer was strong ; their wine was port ; 
Their meal was large ; their grace was short. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat. 
Just when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and parish rate ; 
And took, but read not the receipt : 
For which they claim their Sunday's due, 
Of slumbering in an upper pew. 

No man's defects sought they to know; 
So never made themselves a foe. 
No man's good deeds did they commend ; 
So never i-aia'd tliemselves a friend. 
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Nor cherist'd they relations poor ; 
That might decrease their present store : 
Nor bam nor house did they repair ; 
That might oblige iheir future heii'. 

They neither added nor confounded ; 
They neither wanted nor abounded. 
Each Christmas they accompts did clear, 
And wound their bottom i-ound the year. 
Nor tear nor smiie did they employ 
At news of pablic grief, or joy. 
"When bells were rung, and bonfires made, 
If ask'd, they ne'er denied their aid ; 
Their jug was to the ringers carried, 
Whoever either died, or married. 
Their billet at the fire was found, 
Whoever was depos'd, or crown'd. 

Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wise ; 
They would not learn, nor could advise : 
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 
They led — a kind of— as it were : 
Nor wish'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cried : 
And so tliey liv'd, and so they died. 
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HOEACE, LIB. I, EPIST. XX. IMITATED. 



TO THE EIGHT HONOTJEiBLE JIK. HAELEY.' 

Dear Dick,'* howe'er it comes into his head, 
Believes as firmly as he does his creed, 
That you and I, Sir, are extremely great ; 
Thongh I plain Mat, you minister of state : 
One word from me, without all douht, he says, 
"Would fix his fortune la some little place. 
Thus better than myself, it seems, he knows 
How far my interest with my patron goes ; 
And answering all objections I can make, 
Still plunges deeper in his dear mistake. 

From this wild fancy, Sir, there may proceed 
One wilder yet, which I foresee and dread ; 
That I, in fact, a real interest have, 
Which to my own advantage I would save, 
And, with the usual courtier's trict, intend 
To serve myself, forgetful of my friend. 

1 Robert Hailey, Esq. afterwards Earl of Oxford a,nd 

« This was Richard Shelton, Esq. one of the interloculors 
in the poem of Alma. Mr. Prior in his will styles him his 
dear IViend and companiorr. 
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To sliun this censure, I all shame lay by, 
And make my reason with his will comply ; 
Hoping for my excuse, 'twill be confess'd, 
That of two evils I have chose the least. 
So, Sir, with this epistolary scroll. 
Receive the pai'tner of my inmost soul : 
Him you will find in letters, and in laws 
Not unexpert, firm to his country's cause. 
Warm in the glorious interest you pursue, 
And, in one word, a good man and a ti'uc. 



TO ME. HAELET, WOUNDED BY GUISCARD.i 



Duoit opes animumque fern). HOii. 

Is one great now, superior to an age. 

The fud extremes of Nature's force we find : 

How lipavenly virtue cin esiJt ■ or rage 
Infernal how degrade the human m nd 

I Ant ue De GH=CHra h»a bee Atbot De B rl ear 
the Ce ennes m France bnt being of a vie ous aad profll 
gate Oi ps tloa he con m tted o£fanoe? wh oh obhged h m 
to flj fron his oouQtrv He afterwards entered to the 
a my and ns male colonel of a regment of horse and 
beute mt ge eral witb pene ons both from EnRia d and 
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